JVUE Byi[Ds 
HER CASTLE 
By HILA COLMAN 


Why in the world, thought Julie Hartman 
disconsolately, do we have to travel all the 
way across the United States to Cape Cod 
because Dad wants to paint the ocean? Cali- 
fornia would have been much nearer and just 
as good, 

Julie began her summer on the Cape by 
building a dream castle and ended it by mak- 
ing plans for a real one. Although Julie, at 
sixteen, resented her artist father’s noncon- 
formity, she actually owed to it many of the 
summer's happiest moments. For as his 
daughter she found it completely natural to 
go out with the young son of a Portuguese 
fisherman, Peter was a boy you could rely 
upon, but his older brother Joe was a prob- 
lem. And when Joe got into trouble, it was 
Julie’s father who straightened him out. Dur- 
ing this crisis Mr. Hartman told Julie his 
creed. “I believe in ot going along with the 
mob for the sake of joining in; I believe in 
thinking things out and having your own in- 
tegrity.’’ But Julie had already begun to think 
out her own program for the future. 
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For my sister Dorothy 


Chapt or 1 


Jutm Harrman wriggled uncomfortably in the back 
of the station wagon. When other people move, she 
thought despondently, their luggage is lovely and 
smart-looking. But not her family’s. 

A tightly packed carton of shoes was under her feet; 
she was surrounded by topcoats, raincoats, and books 
tied together with string. Her younger brother's fishing 
rod was apt to poke her in the eye if she turned around 
too sharply, and on top of everything was her father’s 
easel and the stretched canvas he was currently working 
on. 

Perhaps the bitterest indignity of all was the indiffer- 
ence of the rest of the family, who didn’t care the least 
bit. Not her father, driving lazily as if he were just out 
for a short spin, or her mother and Jimmy, sitting be- 
side him, all three of them singing so loudly that it em- 
barrassed her. They sounded like a pack of gypsies. That 
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was exactly what her mother had said when they left 
Taos. “We look like a pack of gypsies. I wonder if any 
respectable motel will take us in.” But she had said it 
laughingly as if it were a great joke. 

They had traveled across all the country from New 
Mexico: Kansas, Missouri, Illinois, Indiana, Ohio, Penn- 
sylvania, New Jersey, New York, Connecticut, Rhode 
Island, and now finally Massachusetts, almost to their 
destination—Provincetown on Cape Cod. And all be- 
cause her father had suddenly decided he couldn’t bear 
being inland, away from the sea, any longer. 

“Tm all painted out here,” he had announced one day 
to his family. “It’s time for us to be on the move. I feel 
the need of some cool salt air. . . sand dunes, wharves, 
the smell of fresh fish. I need a change of scenery and I 
do believe I want to paint some seascapes.” 

“Well, here we go, brother,” Julie had murmured. 
Sometimes she believed that her father was the most 
selfish, egotistical, self-centered person in the world. 
This was one of the times. “I thought you said when you 
came here you never wanted to move again,” she had 
said aloud. 

“Did I say that?” Her father laughed. “Impossible! 
I'll always want to move—see new places, new things. 
That’s your fate in having a painter for a father, my 
dear.” 

“Don’t I know it! A fate worse than death, if you ask 
me,” Julie had said. 
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“You should really care the least of all of us,” her 
mother had pointed out. “You're graduating in June, 
anyway, so it won’t make too much difference to you.” 

“You mean you're going to stay at the seashore, even 
after the summer?” she had asked in horror. 

“Who knows? Depends on where we go and how we 
like it,” her father said. , 

“You mean how you like it,” Julie retorted and, 
catching her mother’s warning look, quickly escaped 
from the room. 

Later, when it turned out that her father had chosen 
Provincetown as the one place in the world where he 
wanted to be, Julie was even more disconsolate. Cali- 
fornia and the west coast wouldn’t have been so bad, 
but it seemed to her the height of folly to trek all the 
way across the country to see ocean and sand, when 
you could see them perfectly well a comparatively short 
distance from where you already were. 

“But there’s no place in the world like Province- 
town,” her father explained to her. “Wait till you see it. 
Funny old houses, narrow little streets. . . . But miles 
and miles of untouched beach, marvelous places to pick 
huckleberries and beach plums. . . . And the harbor—I 
used to spend days just sitting out on the wharf watch- 
ing the fishing boats.” 

“You haven’t seen Provincetown in a good many 
years,” Julie's mother cautioned him. “It may have 
changed.” 
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“Impossible. Too many artists still go there to work 
and to live. It'll be the same, don’t worry.” 

“It sounds pretty corny to me,” Julie said, feeling sorry 
for her mother, who apparently would: have to go on 
living in “art” colonies all her life. 

Julie often wondered how her mother managed to put 
up with the things her father did. The houses he invari- 
ably chose to live in were not the nice, neat, modern 
houses Julie admired. Not for him. He was instinctively 
attracted to houses with sloping floors, where the tables 
had to have little packets of matches stuck under one 
leg to keep the milk or ink from spilling; houses with 
old-fashioned noisy plumbing, wood fires, and obsolete 
coal ranges; or houses with dormer bedrooms and a 
view, but with ceilings so low that small signs had to be 
put up to remind him not to bump his head going 
through the doorways. And every house had to have one 
large studio or extra room with a good north light for 
him to use for his painting. 

Julie’s mother took all this very cheerfully. She said 
she would rather look out of her kitchen window and 
see something pretty than have an electric dishwasher. 
Besides, she frankly confessed, many of the new gadgets 
and appliances terrified her. She claimed there was 
something very comforting about an old-fashioned plain 
black frying pan and a black stove that didn’t need 
shining all the time. 

“Look, there’s the canal!” Jimmy’s excited voice in- 
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terrupted Julie’s wandering thoughts. “Is that Cape Cod 
on the other side?” His head and shoulders were out of 
the window, and Mrs. Hartman had to pull him back 
sharply. “Jimmy, how many times have I told you? 
Never lean out of the window in a moving car.” 

“That’s the canal all right,” Mr. Hartman cried, 
equally excited. “This is Buzzards Bay, and we'll see the 
bridge in a few minutes. I can smell the ocean already.” 

Julie wriggled around so she could get her face closer 
to the open window. It was lovely. Across the canal, 
Cape Cod looked like wild country. There was no sign 
of a house, and as far as your eye could see there were 
only hills covered with short, scrubby trees which had 
been getting smaller and scrubbier as the family drove 
east from Rhode Island. And the blue avenue of water 
was sparkling in the sunlight. 

Julie loved canals—they seemed romantic to her—and 
she loved reading books about people who lived along 
canals. Sometimes they had to take care of the locks, 
and sometimes they lived in houseboats, which was even 
better. 

“What did they make this canal for, anyway?” Jimmy 
asked. 

“Remember? I showed you on the map. Cape Cod is 
a peninsula jutting out about sixty-five miles into the 
Atlantic. Boats going up and down the coast used to 
have to go all the way around it. Now the canal saves 
them all that time.” 
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“Pretty neat,” Jimmy said in admiration. 

“One of these days they're going to make machines 
that fly in the air, too,” Julie commented. Then she let 
out a cry of genuine admiration. “Look at that bridge!” 
The slim steel bridge was suspended high above the 
water, and in the bright midday sunshine it had an al- 
most delicate beauty. 

“It’s beautiful,” Mrs. Hartman murmured. 

“Do you think itTl hold us?” Jimmy asked anxiously. 

“Not if you keep eating so much,” Julie told him. She 
couldn’t resist teasing Jimmy about his absorbing in- 
terest in food. She knew that his eleven-year-old round- 
ness would soon leave him, for he already showed signs 
of some day achieving his father’s large, spare frame. 
But to Julie, who was going to be seventeen in August, 
he was still a tubby kid brother. 

Julie prided herself in possessing an interest in food 
which was on a much higher, gourmet level. On their 
trip across the country she had made a point of always 
picking the odd dish on the menu, and she had gravely 
made her way through eels, snails, raw oysters, and even 
gefiillte fish, a Jewish dish which she found very good. 
During her last year in New Mexico she had proudly 
learned the art of making tamales which tasted as good 
as those made by her Spanish-American friends, and 
much better than her mother’s. She made them by wrap- 
ping thin corn dough around bits of seasoned meat or 
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by stuffing the dough with nuts and raisins. Everybody 
liked them. 

Once across the bridge, the Hartmans had a choice 
of taking a big, wide highway down the center of the 
Cape, or Route 6A, the alternate road that ran along the 
bay side and through many of the small towns. They 
voted unanimously to go through the villages and see 
what they could see. 

Julie forgot her cramped feeling and the stiffness in 
her legs in the excitement of looking around her. She 
hadn’t expected the Cape to be so green. From her fa- 
ther’s description she had expected it to be only sand 
and water, but so far it wasn’t anything like that. The 
narrow road, barely wide enough for two cars, wound 
its way through woods on both sides, and then suddenly 
you'd come upon a village with the blue bay behind it. 
Julie fell in love with the old weather-beaten houses, 
mostly unpainted, because the salt air would eat up the 
paint in no time, but with shingles that were a wonder- 
ful kind of weathered gray. Their fresh white trim stood 
out in sharp contrast. 

“I guess a Cape Cod house really is a Cape Cod 
house,” Julie said laughingly. “I see now where the 
name came from.” 

“Well, isn’t that brilliant!” Jimmy made a face at her, 
eager to even up the score. 

“If they hadn’t stuck in some of those hideous motels,” 
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Mr. Hartman commented, “the Cape would look exactly 
the same.” 

“What's wrong with the motels?” Julie asked. “We 
couldn’t have gotten here without them. You thought 
they were comfortable enough when we stayed in 
them!” 

“I suppose they’re an unfortunate necessity. But there 
should be a law to make the owners set them back from 
the road and improve their appearance. They're all so 
ugly!” 

“Maybe some people think they’re pretty,” Julie said 
tartly. “You think everyone should think just the way 
you do.” 

“Now, Julie,” Mrs. Hartman said pleadingly, “your 
father has a right to his opinion as much as you have 
to yours, and it really isn’t very becoming for you to 
jump on him that way.” 

“I wasn’t jumping on him,” Julie said moodily. 

Quick disagreements like this were a recent devel- 
opment between Julie and her father, and they were 
rapidly getting much worse. It seemed to her that ev- 
erything he said and did lately was designed to rub 
her the wrong way. She didn’t know how and when it 
had started. She remembered that when she was a little 
girl she had adored him. She had thought he was the 
smartest and best-looking man in the whole world. It 
had been her mother then whom she had found more 
fussy and demanding. 
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But now the situation was reversed. She thought her 
mother spoiled her father abominably and that almost 
everything he did and thought—his entire way of living 
—was unbearably different from the rest of the world. 
He and Julie seemed to disagree about everything under 
the sun. For instance, the one sport her father got ex- 
cited about was baseball, which she thought was a total 
bore. During the last World Series he had teased her, 
she believed, unmercifully. 

“Youre the one who calls me a snob,” he had said to 
her half-seriously and half-jokingly. “You claim to love 
people so much, to be so much a part of the populace, 
how come youre so aloof about baseball—the great 
American game?” 

“I never said you were a snob,” she had said indig- 
nantly, “but I happen to think baseball is a ridiculous 
game. Batting a ball around a diamond! I don’t now 
how you can get so excited about it. Football at least has 
some color to itl” 

“Football is a game for sophomoric savages. It’s cruel 
and ruthless.” 

“I suppose that’s why every college in the country 
boasts about its football team!” Julie had said haughtily. 

“If they cared less about football and more about 
education, the whole country would be better off,” her 
father had snapped back. 

That was the way they had been carrying on, and 
Julie was truly apprehensive about spending a whole 
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summer in close quarters with her father. At least when 
she was at school she could steer clear of him most of the 
day. During her last year at school, her senior year, 
when all this had started, she had retired to her own 
room right after supper almost every evening to do her 
homework. 

Her plans for the following year formed one of the 
major bones of contention between her father and her- 
self, She was enrolled and accepted in a large Midwest- 
ern university, which he thought was all right, but he 
objected to her course of studies. He claimed that she 
was choosing her courses in a very offhand, dilettante 
fashion. As far as he could see, she was picking only 
subjects that a couple of her friends had chosen first. He 
accused her of failing to do any serious thinking for 
herself. 

Julie was so angry that she refused to discuss the 
subject with him any further. It was useless to try to 
explain that she had switched from History 1 to Psy- 
chology 1, not because her best friend back in Taos had 
done so, but because she herself believed it would be 
more interesting. And what if she was going to major 
in English literature? What was wrong with that? 

There wasn’t a thing wrong with it, her father had 
said most agreeably, if she had a reason for doing it—if, 
for instance, she wanted to teach English literature. 
However, he had pointed out to her in that too patient 
way of his that she despised, that she had always in- 


JULIE BUILDS HER CASTLE 11 


sisted teaching was the last thing she ever wanted to do. 
If she asked him (which she hadn’t at the moment), she 
had chosen English lit only because it sounded easy and 
all her friends were taking it. 

Just thinking about it made Julie throb with anger, 
and what made her angrier than anything else was the 
kind of thing that had just happened about the motels. 
She didn’t really want to defend motels! She had just 
as good taste as his, and she, too, thought most of them 
were pretty ugly! 

So why did she do it? That was the big, big question. 
Perhaps one of these days she would learn not to fall 
into the traps he set for her. 

“How much farther do we have to go?” Jimmy asked 
restlessly. 

“Not too far,” his father told him. “There’s Wellfleet, 
then Truro, and then Provincetown.” 

“Can we go for a swim when we get there?” Jimmy 
asked, showing more interest. 

“We'll see. If it’s not too late. And heaven knows if 
I can ever find your bathing suits,” Mrs. Hartman 
said. 

“They're inside the cooler,” Julie said, without taking 
her eyes away from the glimpses of the water. “Remem- 
ber, they were wet, and we decided to put them in 
there. I wonder what our house will be like,” she mur- 
mured, half to herself, 
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“You saw the pictures. It’s horrible,” Jimmy said 
cheerfully. 

“It is not. It’s a darling house. And it’s right on the 
water. We're very lucky to have it,” Mrs. Hartman said. 

“Well, I hope I can stand up in my room,” Julie re- 
marked meaningfully, “All of it.” Julie was tall for her 
age (she had her father’s build), and she was referring 
to her bedroom in their house in Taos. It had two low 
dormers, and invariably she had bumped her head on 
the ceiling when she approached them. 

She called herself skinny now, as well as tall, although 
when she was Jimmy’s age she had been plump and 
round. Her mother kept assuring her that in a few years 
she would round out again, but Julie hated her looks. 
She thought her arms and legs were too long and skinny, 
her face too narrow, her gray eyes too wide apart, and 
her blond hair too straight. And she loathed the times 
when her father wanted to paint her and when her par- 
ents’ friends talked about the planes of her cheeks and 
her marvelous coloring. Her skin was rather olive for a 
blonde, and they called it honey color. They also said 
she had an unusual and interesting face, but who 
wanted an unusual facel 

Once during the past year she had, in desperation, 
put her hair up in curlers. She had always before worn 
it straight, with rough, uneven bangs brushed across 
her forehead. In the morning her head had come out 
looking something like Medusa’s, except that Julie’s 
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snakes were measly wormlike things. As she combed it 
out, she knew she was destined to go through life with 
straight hair. Curls on her looked atrocious! 

It was during that period that she had overheard her 
mother say to her father, “No matter how many people 
tell that girl she’s beautiful, she'll never believe it until 
some boy tells her. Some boy she cares about.” 

Td know he was lying, Julie had said to herself. Ei- 
ther that, or he’d be dumb and blind! 


“We're almost there,” Mr. Hartman said. 

They were going over what seemed to Julie to be a 
causeway, and now the full, curved hook of Province- 
town was ahead of them, with the bay filling in the 
curve. “It’s all houses!” Julie cried out in disappoint- 
ment. 

“Sure, but you can’t see the miles and miles of beach 
and dunes from here. The houses are all clustered to- 
gether, but there’s plenty of space behind.” 

“It looks awful!” Between the road and bay there was 
a dreary row of houses, each one with a foolish name on 
it: Bird’s Nest, Daisy Yellow, Petunia Pink, Harm’s End, 
Fulton’s Folly, and so on. Jimmy read them aloud as 
they went by, and, when they finally reached the big 
white sign that said Provincetown, Julie wondered what 
on earth could possibly have enticed her father to 
travel thousands of miles to a dump like this! 


Chapter 2 


THE HOUSE turned out to be what Julie called “a typical 
Hartman nutty house!” She was the first one out of the 
car and into the house, and in a few minutes she came 
back, thoroughly distressed. “Where are Jimmy and I 
going to sleep?” she demanded indignantly. “There’s 
only one bedroom!” 

“Take it easy,” her mother said. “There’s an upstairs 
with two rooms.” 

“Very interesting,” Julie remarked. “There aren’t any 
stairs in the house going up. Nor going down either, for 
that matter.” 

“Suppose you help us unload the car before you get 
all agitated,” her father suggested. “Come on, give us a 
hand.” And he promptly loaded her up with an assort- 
ment of boxes, bags, and coats. 

After they had deposited the things from the car in 
the middle of the living room, they all examined the 
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house. The stairs leading to the upper two rooms, they 
discovered, were outside the house. “That’s going to be 
great when it rains,” Julie moaned. “I guess I'd better 
turn in my bathrobe for a new raincoat.” 

“And Daddy’Il never fit in the bathtub,” Jimmy called 
out gaily. “He won't be able to take baths all summer. Is 
he lucky!” 

“Never mind, young man. There's a shower,” Mr. 
Hartman said. 

“Come look at the back,” Mrs. Hartman called out. 
“It’s beautiful. We have a porch right over the water.” 

They all trooped around to the back, and even Julie 
had to admit that it really was beautiful. The living 
room, which was built on piers, was right over the water 
when the tide was in, and opening out from the living 
room there was a small, open railed porch, from which 
you could see the harbor and bay on one side and the 
sea stretching out beyond on the other. 

“I can see the water right through the cracks in the 
floor,” Jimmy cried, as he knelt on his hands and knees 
on the living-room floor, his eyes already glued to the 
cracks between the floor boards. “You better not drop 
any money around here,” he advised the world in 
general. 

Mrs. Hartman decided they would only unpack what 
they needed for the night, and so, after a supper of cold 
cuts and bread that they had picked up on the way, Mr. 
Hartman took the family out for a walk. 
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“This is the old part of Provincetown,” he explained, 
walking down the narrow street that ran parallel with 
the bay. “Many of these houses are over a hundred 
years old, and they were built by the old sea captains 
and whalers. A good many of them are still lived in by 
the Portuguese fishermen and their families. This is the 
prettiest part of Provincetown.” 

It was pretty, with funny little narrow streets, old 
houses, and lovely gardens that Julie couldn’t get over. 
“How do they grow all these wonderful flowers so near 
the beach?” she exclaimed. 

“I guess they choose flowers that grow in this kind 
of sandy soil,” her mother said. 

As they neared the shopping district and the center 
of town, however, the whole atmosphere changed. They 
were no longer in what seemed to be a quiet fishing vil- 
lage; suddenly they found themselves in the middle of 
a busy, congested, noisy, untidy tourist resort, filled with 
people and an assortment of shops built close together, 
whose offerings ranged from hot dogs to fancy wearing 
apparel, 

“This is awful. I don’t like this.” Julie turned up her 
nose disdainfully. “What’s so great about this?” 

“It’s life and it’s people,” her father said. “That’s what 
I love about Provincetown. It has everything. Wait till 
you're here for a few days, you'll see what I mean.” 

“Tll bet . . .” Julie murmured. 

However, only a few days later she too found herself 
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completely charmed by her new surroundings. The 
town seemed. to be divided into three parts. One part, 
down by the main wharf, had the honky-tonk air of an 
amusement park. Men yelled through megaphones, 
advertising rides on the sand dunes in their jeeps or 
trips in their fishing boats. Then all of a sudden the 
town crier, a fellow dressed up like a Puritan, who 
called out the news of the day, might come along. The 
big news was usually how many people had arrived on 
the Boston Belle, the tourist boat from Boston. The boat 
often unloaded a couple of thousand people in the tiny 
place, but they came at noon and left at three, so the 
crowd was not unbearable. 

Then the artists, including Julie’s father, made up 
another part of town. Sometimes Julie was afraid her 
father would grow a beard and wear a beret like the 
rest of them. I’d disown him, she thought to herself. 
Most of them look like people you turn off on your tele- 
vision set. 

But the best part of town was where the Portuguese 
fishing folk lived and worked. Julie thought she had 
never seen so many good-looking men in her life. Every 
walk down to the town wharf was full of excitement. 

One day the Hartmans went to a popular place for 
lunch. The customers filed down into a cellar and sat on 
barrels, where they ate in the dark. Fish nets were 
draped all over the walls, and Julie almost expected that 
mermaids would float in with the soup. Jimmy, oblivious 
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to the strange atmosphere, ordered a ham sandwich! 

Then early one morning Julie walked way out on the 
sand bars. The rest of the household was still asleep 
when she slipped on a shirt and a pair of shorts, and 
tiptoed out barefoot. 

Julie felt as though she were stepping out into a 
brand-new, untouched world. The tide was low and 
the pale, coffee-colored sand bars were uncovered, their 
rippled surfaces gleaming in the slanting rays of the 
eastern sun. First she stood and watched the sea gulls 
come swooping down to find their morning breakfast on 
the shore. Then she walked along the sand, which 
seemed to her like walking on new snow. Her foot- 
prints were the first to appear, except for the marks left 
by the sea gulls and the tiny, darling sandpipers. 

Julie’s eyes were on the water, on the Longpoint 
Lighthouse at the tip of the hooked shore line, and on 
the early clouds drifting off to make way for a clear blue 
sky and a hot day. Her mind hopped from one thing to 
another. How odd it was to be away from Taos and all 
her friends, and yet in a way how nice it was. She felt a 
kind of emptiness and relief—no phone, no worries about 
a dance and a date. The last few weeks had been too 
hectic, with the senior prom, graduation, and their 
moving. 

And no Greg, constantly asking whether she liked 
him. She felt a peculiar pang suddenly as she realized 
she might never see Greg again. She had never actually 
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been in love with him, but he was okay, and they had 
been seeing a lot of each other before she left. 

Suddenly, out there alone with only the sea and the 
sand and the sky, the shore line of the rest of the Cape 
hazy across the bay, Julie felt as if she were the only 
person alive in the universe. Perhaps no one really 
existed beside herself and the sea gulls. The vastness of 
the sky made her feel tiny, and yet, walking upright and 
feeling tall, she felt tremendously important, as though 
she had a special destiny to fill that somehow would be 
revealed to her through the murmuring of the soft sea 
breeze. 

She walked along, barely skirting the water, studying 
all the fascinating gifts of the sea the tide had left be- 
hind, wishing she had brought along a bag or a pail for 
the shells she found. Here was a perfect little starfish, 
pink and unbroken, the shell of a horseshoe crab, twin 
big white smooth clamshells, and the movement of 
something quickly burrowing under the sand. There 
were so many small, living things whose names she 
didn’t know and, right at her feet, she found a prize to 
pick up, a sand dollar that looked exactly like a real 
silver dollar. 

When she looked up again, a tall, deeply tanned boy 
was wading out just a few feet ahead of her, obviously 
headed for a small boat swaying gently against its an- 
chor close to shore. 

“Hi.” He gave her a wide grin. 
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“Hi,” Julie said. He seemed so friendly she thought 
it would be rude to walk on. “Is that your boat?” she 
asked. 

“Yes. It’s nothing much. I fool around with it once in 
a while. It’s got some leaks I’m going to patch up, if I 
can,” he added. 

He had waited for her to catch up with him, and now 
they were walking side by side, sloshing their feet in the 
low water and stepping carefully to avoid any broken 
shells. “You're one of the Hartmans, aren’t you?” he 
asked unexpectedly, giving her a sidelong look. 

“How did you know?” Julie asked in astonishment. 

“You're renting my aunt’s house. I saw you when you 
moved in. Your father’s a painter, isn’t he?” 

Julie had a quick image of the plump, dark-eyed, 
handsome Portuguese woman, dressed in black, who 
had stopped by soon after they had moved in to ask if 
everything was all right. She wondered if there was a 
note of mockery in his voice when he said painter or if 
she just imagined it. “Yes, he is,” she answered lightly. 

“Did you see the Sea Dolphin down at the town 
wharf? That’s my father’s boat,” the boy said proudly. 
“It’s some boat!” 

“It’s lovely,” Julie agreed with genuine admiration. 
She had admired the boat; it looked the cleanest and 
the trimmest of the many fishing vessels around the 
wharf. Now she could see a resemblance between her 
companion and the man she had watched on the Sea 
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Dolphin. The boy looked like his father: tall; well built; 
his skin a dark tan already, although summer had hardly 
begun; his head a mop of curly black hair that needed 
cutting; his eyes a light brown that turned green and 
gray and all sorts of colors in the sun’s reflection. They 
must be what people called hazel eyes, Julie decided. 
He seemed around her age, or perhaps a little older. She 
was sure he couldn’t be more than eighteen, and yet he 
seemed more of a man than the boys she had known in 
high school. He had a quiet assurance and poise, as if 
he had been taking care of himself for a long, long time. 
She stopped to watch him work for a few minutes, im- 
pressed by the graceful, deft way he went about scrap- 
ing and caulking the boat. 

When she left him to continue her walk, her thoughts 
were in a jumble. She felt as if she was passing into a 
new phase of her life. She was no longer Julie Hartman, 
high-school kid; she was now Julie Hartman, girl who 
walks alone, girl who can meet a handsome fisherman 
and establish a friendship, girl who is independent of 
her parents, She was going to be seventeen in August. 
Many girls of seventeen got married. If she really 
wanted to, she could go off and get married. Not that 
she wanted to, but the thought that she was old enough 
to do this pleased her. 


It was several days before Julie saw the boy again. 
His name was Peter Costa, she had learned. She was 
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strolling down Commercial Street on her way to the 
town wharf. As she walked past the Historical Society’s 
museum, she promised herself to go inside one day and 
investigate its contents. It was still early in the day, too 
early for the Boston Belle to have arrived, but the nar- 
row streets were busy with morning strollers and shop- 
pers. As many people walked in the streets as on the 
sidewalks, so the traffic moved at a snail’s pace. Julie 
walked past young mothers and children—small, bare- 
foot, dark Portuguese children darting in and out—and 
men of all looks and ages talking or reading the morning 
papers in front of the town hall. She amused herself 
trying to figure out what kind of people she was pass- 
ing. The man with the beard crossing the street, fondly 
holding a long loaf of Portuguese bread under his arm, 
was certainly an artist. And here came a tourist family, 
Mama and Papa, wearing dark sunglasses, and two 
bored-looking boys. 

Julie had been here only a few days, but she felt as 
if she already knew the place inside out, as if she really 
belonged to it. 

The wharf, as usual, was teeming with excitement. 
Fishing boats, their untidy cargoes of nets and chains 
and anchors strewn all about, were coming in and get- 
ting ready to go out. A salty-looking man was selling 
rides on his speedboat and shouting hoarsely, “One dol- 
lar, folks. Come out and see the bay. One dollar takes 
you out on the finest, fastest boat in Provincetown. 
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. . .” The freezer next to the fish shop at the end of the 
wharf was in a hustle of unloading, a big truck sending 
its cargo of bright red-perch fillets down a chute and 
into the plant. And tourists, with their inevitable cam- 
eras, were all about. 

And there was the Sea Dolphin. Although it looked 
cleaner and shinier than any other boat in the harbor, 
a young man was mopping up the decks and Peter was 
stringing up tiny flags in the rigging. 

Peter looked up and called hello to her. Ini a few min- 
utes he came up to the pier and greeted her again. 

“What are all the decorations for?” Julie asked, indi- 
cating the flags. 

“For tomorrow. It’s the Sunday for the blessing of the 
fleet. We're getting ready for it.” 

“What's that all about? What’s the blessing of the 
fleet?” Julie asked curiously. 

“It’s a celebration we have every year. It’s quite some- 
thing, big doings. Say, how would you like to come on 
our boat with us?” Peter looked at her eagerly. “You'd 
really see it that way, and we have a big party after- 
wards. You'll meet a million Costas, our whole family 
comes out, but I think you'd have a good time.” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t want to come with your whole fam- 
ily,” Julie said shyly. And then hastened to add, when 
she saw a funny look in his eyes, “They probably 
wouldn’t like to have a stranger, an outsider, along.” 

“Why not? Everyone comes to the blessing of the 
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fleet. 'm inviting you, aren’t IP You might never have 
another experience like this in your life. Of course, it’s 
up to you,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. 

“Td love to come. What time should I be here?” She 
knew she had to make up her mind right away, for they 
could not talk to each other later on the phone. Very 
few of the rented summer houses had telephones, and 
the Hartmans did not have one either. Her mother 
thought it was the greatest blessing in the world; the 
telephone no longer rang all the time, and she liked the 
way it changed their social life. People were much freer 
without the telephone, she claimed. And if someone 
walked over with an invitation, he really meant it, since 
he had gone to all that trouble. 

“Tl stop by the house for you early in the afternoon, 
about half past one. That all right?” 

“That’s fine.” Their conversation was over and Julie 
was about to go on her way into the fish store and then 
to the bakery for some Portuguese bread, when a young 
man sauntered up to them. He said hello to Pete and 
turned to her. “Aren’t you going to introduce me to 
your friend?” he asked Pete. 

Julie noticed Pete’s face flush, and she felt a quick 
sympathy for him. The young man, who looked about 
nineteen or twenty, had an insolent expression on his 
face and a mocking, defiant twist to his mouth. He 
looked rather tough, although he was very handsome. 
He was bigger than Pete, he had thick black hair worn 
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in a high, wavy pompadour over his forehead, and there 
were sideburns on his cheeks. Even before Julie glanced 
downward, she knew he was wearing the inevitable 
trade-mark: black engineer boots with clicking heels 
pulled over tight blue jeans. His shirt was a bright lav- 
ender, open at the throat, and Julie was shocked to see 
that it was decorated with sequins! His outfit was comi- 
cal, outlandish, and frightening for the middle of the 
morning, a false note in the bright sunlight and the 
clean, if mixed, smells of the wharf. 

“Julie, this is my brother Joe. Joe, this is Julie Hart- 
man.” Pete made the introduction simply, yet Julie 
sensed a raging war between the two brothers. Hate, 
antagonism, and nevertheless a bond that surely went 
beyond the marked resemblance in their looks. They 
both showed a tenseness she could almost feel. 

“Did I hear you ask her to come out for the shindig 
tomorrow?” Joe asked lazily. 

“Yes, I did,” Pete answered curtly. 

“Very nice idea,” Joe drawled, eyeing Julie quite bra- 
zenly. “I might even join you.” He stared at Julie until 
she had to drop her eyes. 

“That will be very nice,” she murmured. “So long, 
Pete. Thanks a lot for the invitation. I'll see you to- 
morrow.” She turned and fled into the fish shop. 


Chapter 3 


SUNDAY MORNING found Julie almost in tears. Her father 
had suddenly and, to her, completely unnecessarily, be- 
come concerned about her jaunt with Peter Costa this 
afternoon. If he would only mind his own business, Julie 
thought, and not mix into everything—especially now, 
at the last minute! 

“Do his parents know that he invited you?” he in- 
quired while Julie was scrambling some eggs for herself 
in the kitchen. 

“I imagine they do. He probably told them. What 
difference does it make?” 

“I happen to know the Portuguese people a little 
better than you do, and I’m not at all sure they will like 
having an outsider join this family affair. They're very 
shy and clannish.” 

Julie could feel herself bristling at his tone of voice, 
which she privately called his superiority-complex voice. 
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“It’s not a private family affair. The whole town comes 
out for the blessing of the fleet! Peter lives here, he must 
know what he’s doing, and he invited me,” she pointed 
out, in what she considered a very patient and agreeable 
way. 

“Peter is just a youngster, and I don’t like your tone 
of voice,” her father said. Julie opened her mouth in- 
dignantly to defend Peter and herself, but her father 
didn’t give her a chance to speak. “There are some 
things you don’t know all the answers to,” he went on. 
“I know Provincetown better than you do. The Portu- 
guese used to welcome the artists, but now there are so 
many of them they lump them in with all the other 
tourists, and I think they resent them. We're all just 
summer people now. I don’t want you to be pushy.” 

“But he invited me. How many times do I have to 
say so? It would certainly be very rude if I didn’t go.” 
Julie slipped her eggs onto the plate so fiercely that they 
almost slid to the floor. 

“Well, I suppose so. But next time you'd better con- 
sult us before you accept invitations.” 

Julie’s eyes were blazing. “I wish you’d make up your 
mind. One minute you tell me to be friendly with every- 
one, and the next you get frantic because I am. Hon- 
estly!” 

“There are no hard and fast rules about behavior,” 
Mr. Hartman said coolly. “If life were all black and 
white, it would be simple. But it isn’t.” 
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Left alone in the kitchen, Julie made herself a huge 
cheese sandwich to eat with her scrambled eggs. It was 
after eleven now, and she decided she might as well 
make the meal lunch instead of breakfast. She was eat- 
ing moodily when her mother came into the kitchen. 

Mrs. Hartman wore a pair of white shorts and a white 
shirt, and she looked very young and girlish. She poured 
herself a glass of milk and sat down opposite Julie. “You 
look so unhappy,” she said. “I thought this was a big day 
for you.” 

“Daddy did everything he could to spoil it.” 

“Well, at least he didn’t spoil your appetite,” Mrs. 
Hartman said with a laugh. “You won't be able to eat 
any lunch.” 

“This is lunch. We don’t have Sunday dinners, any- 
way. Not like other people. I don’t know why every- 
thing we do has to be different.” Julie spoke disconso- 
lately. 

Mrs. Hartman’s eyes were troubled as she watched 
her daughter. “I suppose everyone has to go through 
this phase of not liking their own family. But you seem 
to be making a career of it, Julie. If we had big Sunday 
dinners, you'd be bored stiff. You’d probably be the first 
to complain. We used to have them when I was a little 
girl, The whole family had to gather around the table 
at one o'clock sharp. I hated it. It was invariably the 
nicest, sunniest part of the day, and I'd have to stop 
playing and go indoors with a bunch of grownups. I 
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think our way of living is much nicer. It’s so much eas- 
ier and so informal.” 

“Informal is one word for it. I think it’s different and 
screwy,” Julie said, knowing she was in a bad mood. 
“But I'll get along, I guess,” she added. “Do you think 
I should wear shorts this afternoon, or a dress?” she 
asked, changing the subject. 

“I think a dress would be nice. This is a big event.” 

“I suppose so,” Julie agreed. She paused and then 
blurted out, “Daddy doesn’t want me to go out with 
Peter, because he’s Portuguese and his father’s just a 
fisherman.” She still couldn’t forget her anger with her 
father. 

“That’s not a nice thing to say,” Mrs. Hartman re- 
plied firmly. “And you know it isn’t true.” 

“I’m not so sure. Both of you are always telling me 
to go over to the tennis club and meet ‘some nice young 
people!’ I know what that means.” 

“It means exactly what it says. Of course we want 
you to meet nice young people. Why not? Most parents 
want that for their children. But neither your father 
nor I care about anyone’s nationality or his business, as 
long as he’s decent and honest. You ought to know that 
by now. Sometimes, Julie, you make me very angry.” 

“Well, Daddy makes me angry. I'm never sure what 
he means. Sometimes he says one thing, and sometimes 
another. But lots of times I think he has no use for peo- 
ple unless they are like him.” 
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Mrs. Hartman’s voice was exasperated. “Perhaps your 
father is too complex for you to understand yet. Not 
everyone is as simple as you think, Julie. And your fa- 
ther is the last person in the world to want people to 
think alike. That’s one thing he’s always after you for. 
He doesn’t want you to parrot your friends. He believes 
everyone should think for himself.” 

“Then why doesn’t he let me?” Julie demanded. 

“He has to make sure you know how to think at all 
first,” Mrs. Hartman said. “Hadn't you better go and get 
dressed if you want to be ready in time?” 

“I have plenty of time.” Julie sipped her milk slowly 
and stubbornly. 


At one-thirty, when Peter came to pick her up, Julie 
was just putting the finishing touches to her hair and 
lips. Her skin was already tanned, and her hair was 
bleached a paler blond by the sun. Although Julie com- 
plained that her hair looked awful because it was 
streaked in different shades, she actually rather liked 
it. She thought it made her look a little bit like an actress 
whose hair has been dyed in streaks on purpose. She 
was wearing a light-blue cotton dress that was very be- 
coming, and she threw a white cardigan over her arm 
as she ran down the outside steps to greet Peter. 

Although she wouldn’t have admitted it to a soul, 
least of all to her parents, Julie felt terribly nervous. 
After all, she hardly knew Peter, and to go off to meet 
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his whole family. . . . If they spoke Portuguese, she 
wouldn’t even understand what they were saying! 

But one look at Peter reassured her. He looked so 
handsome! He was wearing a blue shirt and white duck 
pants and sneakers, and carried a sweat shirt over his 
arm. Julie thought he was the best-looking boy she had 
ever seen. His dark eyes flashed and his quick smile 
lighted up his rather moody, intense face. 

‘They walked side by side toward the town wharf. The 
whole town seemed to be out and in a gala mood. 
Everyone looked gay and clean and shiny as Julie and 
Peter joined the groups of people strolling toward the 
center of town. 

“My family’s there already,” Peter explained, when 
Julie asked where they were. The sun was shining 
brightly and the sky was a clear blue. It promised to be 
a memorable and wonderful day. 

The procession was just gathering at the wharf when 
they arrived. The men and the bands, playing gaily, 
were proceeding with the bishop, priests, and altar boys, 
to the far end of the town wharf, where, from a canopied 
reviewing stand, the bishop would give the general 
blessing. The wharf was jammed with people, and a po- 
liceman was turning all cars away from the area. The 
fishing boats, decked out with flags, their decks bright 
with summer hues worn by the women and children on 
board, were the most colorful sight of all. The boats 


32 JULIE BUILDS HER CASTLE 


were grouped about the wharf now, waiting for the 
ceremony to begin. 


Peter led Julie through the crowd to the place, al- 
most directly under the reviewing stand, where the Sea 
Dolphin was anchored. They stepped on board just in 
time for Peter to make hurried and whispered introduc- 
tions before the bishop began to speak. 

The boat was swarming with Costas of all ages and 
sizes, and Julie didn’t get any of the names straight. 
There were aunts, uncles, cousins, and about half a 
dozen children. The only people she knew she would 
never forget were Mr. and Mrs, Costa. 

Mrs. Costa looked very much like Peter’s aunt, who 
owned their house, except that she was taller. She was 
a handsome, dignified woman, dressed all in black, and 
Julie couldn’t tell whether her deeply set, very dark eyes 
were critical or approving. She gave Julie a cordial wel- 
come to their party, but Julie had the feeling that she 
would be cordial no matter what her private thoughts 
were, Mr. Costa was easier to understand. He appeared 
to be very strong, and he was much jollier. He gave Julie 
a firm and warm handshake and an open, friendly smile. 
“Make yourself at home,” he said cordially. “The Sea 
Dolphin welcomes you on board.” 

Julie stayed close to Peter and was relieved that the 
ceremonies began right away, so there wasn’t any need 
to try to make conversation. 
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First someone made a short speech (Julie figured he 
must be the mayor of Provincetown), and then the 
bishop gave the general blessing. Julie felt a wave of 
excitement go through her as the bishop's soft, deep 
voice came over the microphone. She glanced about at 
all the people standing around her with their heads 
bowed. 

These words really meant something! They weren't 
just good wishes, like those the minister in Taos had 
made at graduation. He had been sincere, certainly, in 
wishing the young people health, wealth, and happi- 
ness, but this was different. These men and their crews 
were going to face danger in the coming year. Some of 
these boats and men might go out and never be seen 
again. When the bishop prayed for their safety he did 
not say the words lightly. He shared with the people the 
fearful knowledge that no year passed by without some 
catastrophe at sea. 

A quick glance at Mrs. Costa’s face hinted to Julie 
that such thoughts must be crossing her mind, too. Per- 
haps she was remembering tortured hours of waiting 
out a storm, not knowing whether her husband and her 
sons would return alive and safe, or not. 

“Don't look so worried,” Peter’s voice whispered in 
her ear. “The Sea Dolphin will never go down.” 

Julie flashed him a grateful smile. “Sh-h-h. Isn’t it bad 
luck to say such a thing?” 

After this part of the ceremony was completed, the 
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harbor throbbed with excitement as the fishing captains 
started their engines in preparation for the traditional 
marine procession around the harbor. As each vessel 
sailed past the reviewing stand, it received the ancient 
blessing from the bishop. 

Just before the Sea Dolphin started edging away from 
the wharf, a tall, familiar figure stepped lightly on 
board. It was Pete’s brother Joe. 

Julie watched two surprising reactions. The minute 
Pete saw Joe, the gay expression left his face, as if a 
cloud had come over it, leaving his mouth and eyes tight 
and withdrawn. At the same time, Mrs. Costa’s eyes 
wore a new expression—an extraordinary mixture of love 
and fear. She looked at Joe in a way, Julie was sure, that 
she never looked at Peter. Yet it seemed that just looking 
at Joe hurt her more than she could bear. 

Joe, oblivious of everything, said, “Hi, Mom,” and 
bent down and kissed her lightly on the cheek. When 
he turned to greet Julie, after casually waving hello to 
the others, he had a broad grin on his face. “Well, how 
do you like the show?” he demanded. 

“I don’t know that Id call it a show,” Julie answered, 
“but I do think it is perfectly beautiful.” 

Peter quickly took hold of her arm and drew her away 
from Joe and up toward the bow. “Let’s go up front 
where we can see better,” he said quietly. He led her 
up to the very tip of the bow, where they could feel 
the spray against their faces. As the Sea Dolphin pulled 
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out, leading the procession, Julie felt the way she 
thought visiting royalty might feel. 

“Do you like boats?” Peter asked. 

“I haven't been on them very much. We’ve been liv- 
ing inland in Taos. I guess I’m really just a landlubber.” 

“If you'd like to go out fishing some day, I'll take you,” 
Peter offered. 

“I think Id like it. ’'m willing to try, anyway.” 

They didn’t talk much, and Julie rather liked that, for 
the silences between them weren’t uncomfortable. She 
sensed that making chatty small talk would embarrass 
Peter and make her appear silly. Peter seemed content 
to look around and enjoy the gala spectacle of the peo- 
ple, the flags and the boats, the sea and the sky. But he 
was obviously aware of Julie, too, and frequently 
glanced her way. 

As the vessels lined up and began to sail past the re- 
viewing stand, the sun suddenly grew dimmer. Dark 
clouds were gathering, and the bishop hurried the cere- 
mony so that all the boats would be blessed under a dry 
sky. 

Julie watched Peter, scanning the sky anxiously. “Are 
we going to have a storm?” she asked. 

Peter smiled at her reassuringly. “Don’t worry. We're 
going to celebrate anyway.” 

The dark, threatening clouds didn’t seem to bother 
anyone. The Costas’ boat was as gay as ever when, after 
receiving the bishop’s blessing, it headed out toward 


36 JULIE BUILDS HER CASTLE 


Long Point, where they would anchor and make merry. 
It was customary for each boat to go its own way and 
have its own party. . 

Julie saw the women getting busy with their huge 
baskets of food, and she went shyly over to Mrs. Costa 
to see if she could help. Mrs. Costa’s smile was warm 
and friendly. “No, you're a guest. We have plenty of 
help around here.” 

But Julie stayed with the women anyway; she en- 
joyed watching them and listening to them talk. Be- 
sides Mrs. Costa, there were her sister (the Hartmans’ 
landlady) and two younger women, who were the 
mothers of the small children on board. They reminded 
Julie of some of the Spanish women back in Taos, and 
she felt at ease with them, more at ease than with her 
mother’s sophisticated friends, who made her feel quite 
insignificant, 

Joe and Peter were helping Captain Costa, and 
soon the boat was anchored. The wind was growling, 
the sky was becoming darker and darker, and the water 
was growing more menacing. Mrs. Costa was getting 
the picnic table ready, letting Julie place the silver 
around, when all of a sudden a torrent of rain, in drops 
the size of fifty-cent pieces, burst from the black clouds. 

The squall was overhead. The sea was blue-black and 
angry, and the winds tore by at a speed which Peter 
later told Julie was sixty miles an hour. “They come up 
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so suddenly,” he explained. “Squalls are something you 
never can predict.” 

The Sea Dolphin was ablaze with excitement. The 
wild excited waves pushed and rocked the boat to a 
thirty-five degree list. The screaming winds broke the 
flagstaff in half and tore to shreds the American and 
Portuguese flags and the bunting and code flags that 
hung from bow to stern. 

It all came so suddenly that while it was happening 
Julie was much too excited to be scared. Peter ran to 
her side, and together with the other men, he helped 
the women get into the fish hold. But first Mrs. Costa 
shouted to get the children. She refused to leave the 
deck until she was sure all the children were accounted 
for and gathered together in the forecastle. Then she 
cried, “Cover the food. Please cover the food!” Julie gig- 
gled softly at her womanly concern for the food, in the 
torrential rain and wild, howling wind. 

Joe and Peter went to the pilothouse to help Captain 
Costa, and Julie hovered below with the women. She 
would have loved to stay above with Peter, but she felt 
she would only have been in the way. 

“Don’t be frightened,” Mrs. Costa said, patting her 
gently. “My husband’s life is the sea. He knows what to 
do.” 

“Tm not scared,” Julie said, and she really didn’t feel 
frightened. Later on, when she thought about it, she was 
scared, but while it was happening she felt gay and 


38 JULIE BUILDS HER CASTLE 


excited. Perhaps it was the calmness of the other 
women, who continued to chat cheerfully, scolding the 
children if they got too noisy, and acting perfectly natu- 
ral. They were the wives of men who lived with the sea, 
and Julie admired them. 

Suddenly, as quickly as it had started, the squall was 
over, and everyone climbed up on deck. “I guess you 
got more than you bargained for,” Joe said to her. Even 
in the excitement of the storm, Julie had noticed how 
the two brothers worked together as a team with their 
father. The three of them seemed to know exactly what 
to do, and whatever dislike Peter and Joe might have 
for each other, it didn’t prevent them from working 
together in a smooth, orderly way. 

“I guess it could have been worse,” Julie said. The sky 
was light now, and the rain was coming down gently. 

“Ignorance is bliss. We might not have stayed up if 
it had been much worse,” Joe said lightly. 

“Don't frighten her, Joe,” Mrs. Costa said. “She’s had 
enough for one afternoon.” 

Joe laughed. “I don’t think she scares very easy, 
Mom.” 

Julie sensed something defiant and challenging in 
Joe’s words, flattering though they were. Actually, he 
was the one person aboard the boat she was afraid of. 
He kept staring at her, in a superior and amused way, as 
if she were a child. She realized that whatever interest 
he had in her was linked with the war constantly raging 
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between him and Peter. Aside from that she was ob- 
viously much too unimportant to hold any interest for 
a young man like Joe. And anyhow, she didn’t like him. 
He looked like a gangster. 

Peter, fortunately, came and steered her away from 
Joe. He seemed just as anxious to avoid him as she was, 
and Julie was thankful for that. 

The Costas decided to go home for the rest of the 
celebration, but by the time Captain Costa had brought 
the boat in, Julie felt she ought to go to her own home. 
In the now gentle rain, Peter and Julie walked back to 
Julie’s house along the beach, instead of through the 
town. They were so wet that it was more comfortable to 
take off their shoes and go barefoot. The sun was trying 
to break through the clouds, and the harbor was bathed 
in an eerie, somber light. 

“I’m sorry it turned out this way,” Peter said. “I hope 
it doesn’t scare you off from going fishing.” 

“I wasn’t scared,” Julie said. “I enjoyed it in a way. 
Not that I wanted a storm to come up, but once it did I 
really didn’t mind it. Do you and your brother fish all 
the time with your father?” Julie asked. 

“I fish with him when I’m not in school. My brother 
doesn’t do anything.” Peter looked uncomfortable, and 
Julie felt mortified at having obviously asked the wrong 
thing. 

In her embarrassment she picked up a shell and 
showed it to Peter. “Isn’t this beautiful?” 
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Peter nodded his head, but his eyes were still trou- 
bled. “That’s really a lie about my brother. He knows 
two things better than anybody. He knows all about the 
things you find on the beach—like this.” He took the 
shell from Julie’s hand and examined it. “He could tell 
you what kind of little animal once lived inside of this. 
He’s not just a beachcomber; he really knows. And he 
plays the saxophone—better than anybody you hear on 
television.” 

“Those are two pretty good things,” Julie agreed 
readily. 

Peter shrugged. “My folks don’t think so. My mother 
worries herself sick about him. She’s sure he’s going to 
get into trouble some day—serious trouble. He never 
even finished high school. My father thought he’d take 
over the Sea Dolphin or go to college and be something 
big.” 

“But they have you, Peter. You want to be the captain 
of a boat, like your father, don’t you?” 

Peter blushed. “That’s all I’m good for. Yes, I want to 
be a fisherman, just a plain simple dumb Portuguese 
fisherman.” 

“American-Portuguese, and not dumb at all,” Julie 
corrected him. “It’s so beautiful here, you must love it,” 
she said, trying to change the subject tactfully. Her 
eyes met his. 

“I never want to live anyplace else,” Peter said. 

They said good-by at Julie’s house, and when Julie 
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ran upstairs to get out of her damp clothes, she thought 
that never before, in all her life, had she felt about any- 
one the way she felt about Peter. They didn’t talk about 
the things the boys and girls she had known before 
talked about—everyday things about school and so on. 
With Peter there wasn’t any need to talk just for the 
sake of making conversation. Yet being with him made 
everything seem more important, more exciting and 
meaningful—smiling, walking, the beach, the sea, the 
sky, the storm. Just being alive seemed wonderful; and 
everything related to Peter had become keenly signifi- 
cant—his parents, the Sea Dolphin, even the mysterious 
Joe—and her own life seemed infinitely richer. 
Was this falling in love? 


Chapter 4. 


Durinc THE WEEK following the blessing of the fleet 
Julie finally agreed to go to the tennis club with her 
parents. Actually, she didn’t really object to going, since 
she did enjoy tennis. The reluctance she had shown 
arose from the feeling that her parents did not want 
to encourage her friendship with Peter, although she 
knew they would not take outright steps to stop it. Their 
persistence in urging her to go to the club obviously 
sprang from their desire to have her meet other people 
and side-step Peter. Julie was determined, before she 
went, not to let this happen. 

The tennis club in Provincetown was not a very 
fancy or exclusive place. It was nothing more than five 
or six courts and a small clubhouse, where racquets 
were restrung and soda pop sold. Membership cost only 
a small amount for the season, and courts could be 
rented by the hour by nonmembers. 
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“I don’t know why you want to play tennis when you 
can go swimming,” Jimmy said disconsolately, as the 
four of them walked along Bradford Street. 

“Out of the mouths of babes,” Julie murmured. 

“Think how much more you'll enjoy your swim after 
you get good and hot playing tennis,” Mr. Hartman 
said. 

“I'm hot already,” Julie commented, swinging the 
beach bag containing their bathing suits and towels 
around in a circle. 

“Why don’t you take off your sweater?” her mother 
suggested mildly. 

Julie had just been thinking of doing this, but her 
mother’s suggestion made it utterly impossible now, 
and she walked on, swinging the beach bag, in her 
white shorts and sleeveless shirt, with her cardigan 
draped over her shoulders. 

As the days had gone by in Provincetown, Julie felt 
more and more removed from her family. And she wasn’t 
the least bit unhappy about it; instead, she had begun 
to find a great delight in being alone. She loved to wan- 
der about the funny narrow streets, looking at the won- 
derful shop windows and the art galleries. Julie was 
enormously amused to find driftwood actually displayed 
and sold. Imagine anyone paying ten dollars for a piece 
of driftwood, when you could find it on the beach 
yourself, 
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Julie’s greatest discovery was the delight of walking 
along the beach alone, preferably in the very early 
morning. She was becoming a real beachcomber, col- 
lecting shells, pebbles, sea plants, and small sea crea- 
tures, which she kept in her room and refused to let 
anyone see or touch. It was a delight that she was not 
yet ready to share with anyone else, partly because she 
wasn't sure what the reception would be. Her father, 
she was positive, would either criticize or ridicule her. 
And she took great pleasure in leading a private, secret 
life of her own, apart from the family. 

At the tennis club, while they were waiting for a 
court, a young girl and boy appeared, who, Julie soon 
deduced, were her father’s reason for steering her over 
there that morning. She could tell that he had been ex- 
pecting them, and he introduced them in a nonchalant 
but jovial manner that Julie found very trying. As if even 
a dumb two-year-old couldn’t see through him! 

“Julie, I want you to meet Fran and Ned Dowling. 
You've met their father; he’s dropped in at the house to 
see us. Isn’t it nice that you two came here this morn- 
ing?” he added innocently. 

They were an attractive-looking pair, very suntanned 
and about the same height. Both had very bright blue 
eyes, which contrasted wonderfully with their dark hair 
and brown skin. Julie remembered meeting their father, 
a rather stern-faced man, who, according to her father, 
had more money than he knew what to do with. He was 
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what Mr. Hartman called a Sunday painter. He painted 
abstractions for the fun of it, but he was also quite a 
collector, and Julie suspected that her father hoped he 
would buy some of his work. 

Since neither Mrs. Hartman nor Jimmy were good 
players, a foursome of Julie, her father, and the Dow- 
lings was made. Julie had Ned as her partner, while Mr. 
Hartman and Fran took their places on the other side 
of the net. Ned was a very good player, and in the fun 
of the game Julie quickly lost all her resentment against 
her father. Even the hot sun didn’t bother her, and she 
and Ned quickly discovered that they played well to- 
gether. Julie was good at the net, and Ned often hit 
amazingly low, swift forehand drives from deep in the 
back court. 

After Julie and Ned had taken two sets from Fran 
and Mr. Hartman, and all four of them were wilting in 
the sun, Ned said, “Why don’t we get some lunch and 
go out in our boat for a picnic?” He looked questioningly 
from his sister to Julie. 

“That sounds like fun,” Julie said. “What kind of boat 
do you have?” 

“I thought we’d go out in the sailboat,” Ned said. 

Julie asked her mother if it would be all right, and as 
soon as Jimmy heard about going out in a boat he 
wanted to come along. “Sure, we'll take him,” Ned vol- 
unteered. 

“He doesn’t swim well enough to go out in a sail- 
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boat,” Mrs. Hartman said. “I think he’d better stay 
here.” 

“Well, we can take the Nefran,” Ned offered. “That’s 
our Chris-Craft. Maybe that would be better today any- 
way; there’s not much of a breeze. Jimmy will be per- 
fectly safe, and he can put on a Mae West if you're 
going to worry.” 

“Mom, may I?” Jimmy asked imploringly. 

Julie was disappointed. Sailing sounded like more 
fun. Ned must have understood, for he said, “We can 
go sailing another time. Any time you say.” His eyes 
were so friendly that Julie knew he wasn’t trying to im- 
press them with the fact that he had two boats. Both he 
and his sister seemed so simple and unaffected that 
Julie decided they were probably so rich it didn’t mat- 
ter to them any more. 

Julie took their bathing suits, and the four of them 
walked down toward the bay to the Dowlings’ house. 
Jimmy went ahead with Ned, and Julie and Fran 
walked more slowly behind. 

“You and your brother look so much alike,” Julie said. 
“Which of you is older?” 

Fran laughed. “Ned is, by twenty minutes. We're 
twins, but he never lets me forget the fact that he ar- 
rived first.” 

“It must be fun having a twin. Is it?” 

“It’s nice, I guess. I don’t know what it’s like not to 
have one. Don’t you like your brother Jimmy?” 
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“Sure I like him, except when he’s a pest. An older 
brother would be nicer, though, I think.” 

“It's O.K.,” Fran agreed. “When he’s not too critical. 
You'd think he was my father sometimes, the way he 
pulls apart some of the boys I date.” 

“Does your father do that?” Julie asked warmly. “My 
father does, and it always makes me mad!” 

“Half the time my father doesn’t know who I go out 
with.” Fran spoke simply, but Julie was afraid that she 
might have put her finger on a sore spot. “That’s why I 
get furious with Ned,” Fran continued. “It’s really none 
of his business, and no one would bother me if he didn’t 
stick his nose in.” 

By this time they had approached the Dowlings’ 
house, a place that Julie had already admired from the 
outside. It was on the water side of Commercial Street, 
not far from the Art Association’s Gallery, and it was 
set back from the street, with a charming lawn and a 
glorious flower garden in front. The house had obviously 
been completely remodeled and its glass and slim steel 
beams looked very modern. 

They walked around to the back of the house, where 
an uncovered porch perched out over the water. Fran 
carelessly stuck her head inside the door, and asked 
the cook to fix up a picnic lunch for the four of them. 
Jimmy was wide-eyed at such luxury, and Julie laughed 
to herself at the way he kept eyeing Ned and Fran, as 
if they had come from a strange race on Mars. 
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“Come with me and we'll row out to the boat and get 
it ready. Then we can come back for the girls,” Ned sug- 
gested to Jimmy. Jimmy followed Ned into the house to 
put on his bathing trunks, under his shorts, and in a few 
minutes the two of them were off in the rowboat. 

Fran took Julie into a downstairs room so that they 
too could put on their bathing suits under their shorts 
and be ready for a swim when the time came. Outside 
again, they sat down on the warm sand and stared idly 
out over the water. Julie scanned the town wharf to see 
if the Sea Dolphin was anywhere in sight, but she 
couldn’t find it. Peter must have gone out fishing with 
his father. This was the season for whiting, Peter had 
told her, and that’s what they were probably after. 

She had a great longing to see Peter. She hadn’t really 
been with him since the day of the blessing ceremony. 
She had talked with him on the street and the beach 
and over at the wharf, but she wondered how and when 
they could ever be alone. Where did the teen-agers 
around Provincetown go if they wanted to be alone? 

She was thinking so hard about Peter that she was 
startled to see a familiar figure approaching across the 
beach. There was no such thing as an exclusive private 
beach in Provincetown; people had the right to walk 
past any place along the water front. It wasn’t Peter; it 
was Joe. He came directly over to where they were sit- 
ting and greeted Julie in a most friendly fashion. Julie 
felt peculiarly embarrassed, although Joe looked excep- 
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tionally handsome. This time he was wearing an ordi- 
nary light sport shirt, open at the throat, with his usual 
dungarees, and if it hadn’t been for his haircut he 
would have looked quite human. She introduced him to 
Fran, and Fran seemed charmed with him. 

“You going swimming?” Joe asked. 

Fran shook her head. “No, we don’t swim much in 
the bay. We usually go around to the ocean, to New 
Beach, or over to Wellfleet or Truro. My brother’s com- 
ing in to get us and were going out on the boat.” 

“That Chris-Craft yours?” Joe asked, his eyes wide. 

“Yes.” Fran nodded. 

“That’s the prettiest boat in the harbor,” Joe said ad- 
miringly. “She must ride like a dream. I'd give anything 
to run a boat like that.” 

Julie tried to give Fran a warning look; but she could 
see, from the way Fran looked up at him with her inno- 
cent blue eyes, that she was falling for him like a ton of 
bricks. “Why don’t you come out with us?” Fran asked 
eagerly. “We're just going to ride around and have a 
picnic someplace. I'll tell Cook to add an extra lunch, 
although she usually makes twice as much as any of us 
can eat anyway.” 

“That'll be great,” Joe said warmly. “I'd love to come.” 
He gave Julie a pleased and proud look, as if to say, 
See, she thinks ’'m O.K. Why don’t you? 

“Here they come,” Julie said, as Ned and Jimmy 
rowed back to shore. 
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“TIl get the lunch.” Fran got up and Joe followed her 
to the house. “I'll help you,” he offered. 

When Joe and Fran returned, Ned and Jimmy were 
waiting, and Fran introduced Joe to her brother and to 
Jimmy. “Joe’s coming with us. He’s crazy about our 
boat, and J told him he’d have a chance to run it,” Fran 
said lightly. 

“It doesn’t go very fast when there are five in it,” Ned 
said, quite ungraciously, “and Dad doesn’t like to let 
strangers run the boat, Fran. You know that.” 

Joe Jaughed. “I’ve been running boats since I was 
born. You don’t have to worry about that. Of course, if 
you don’t want me to come along, say so.” He looked 
at Ned lazily, a grin on his face. 

“Of course you're coming,” Fran said. “I invited you 
and it’s as much my boat as Ned’s. That’s why it’s called 
the Nefran—Ned and Fran. Don’t pay any attention 
to Ned. Once we get going he'll cheer up.” 

“Thanks,” Ned mumbled. 

Joe took Fran’s hand to help her into the rowboat 
and Julie could practically feel Ned’s annoyance. Well, 
it’s too bad about him, she thought. If he’s a snob, hav- 
ing Joe along will do him good. Yet she was a little wor- 
ried about having introduced a boy like Joe to Fran. 
She didn’t trust Joe herself, and it wasn’t very comfort- 
ing to remember how much his own brother seemed to 
dislike him. But there was nothing actually wrong which 
she could put her finger on. It was the way he dressed 
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and looked and Peter’s having told her that he didn’t 
actually do anything to earn a living. This did not say 
much for a boy of nineteen or so. 

But it was a glorious day, and Fran was a big girl and 
could take care of herself. Besides, there was really no 
harm in Joe’s just coming out in the boat with them. It 
was warm and sunny although a small offshore breeze 
made them all glad they had their sweaters on. Once in 
the Chris-Craft, Ned headed the boat out into the bay. 
Julie sat up front beside him, while Joe and Fran were 
in the middle, and Jimmy was in the stern. 

“Who is this guy Joe? Where did Fran find him?” Ned 
asked Julie in a low voice. 

“He’s the brother of a friend of mine, Peter Costa. 
Their father owns the Sea Dolphin.” 

“T don’t like his looks,” Ned said. 

“You shouldn’t judge people by their looks,” Julie 
said with a smile, and then added quickly, “but I know 
what you mean. I don’t like his looks either. But Fran 
seems to.” Fran and Joe seemed very much engrossed 
in each other’s company. “I’m sorry. I guess it was my 
fault. I introduced them, although I don’t know what 
else I could have done. But I never thought Fran would 
ask him along.” 

“She’s wacky,” Ned said. 

“Oh, don’t worry about her. She’s all right.” Julie 
liked Ned, but she was impatient with him. She felt 
closer to Fran, sensing that perhaps Fran was like her- 
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self, wanting to break away from the confines of her 
family, wanting to experience something different and 
new, something that she knew very well her family 
would not approve of. 

Ned had the Nefran out in the open bay, headed west 
toward Wellfleet. “Say, Ned,” Fran called out. “How 
about giving Joe a chance at the wheel? I promised him.” 

“Well, there’s nothing much to running this boat,” 
Ned said. “But if he wants to sit up here, it’s O.K. with 
me,” he added grudgingly. Joe and Fran came up front, 
and there was nothing for Ned and Julie to do but 
change places with them. 

From almost the second Joe took over the running of 
the boat something seemed to happen to it. It wasn’t 
only that he made it go faster, it seemed to skim lightly 
over the top of the water, almost as if it were flying. 

Julie stared at Joe in amazement. Ned had seemed 
at home running the Chris-Craft—relaxed and easy, ob- 
viously enjoying it. But Joe looked as if he were ac- 
complishing something tremendous. He was graceful 
and poised, but he handled the boat with an intensity 
that communicated a great and suspenseful air of ex- 
citement. Anything could happen. The boat might sud- 
denly take off and go soaring through the air. He was 
controlling a galloping horse, he was a gladiator charg- 
ing along on his chariot, he was a man from the sea, con- 
trolling the wind... . 

Without a word of warning he began turning the boat 


JULIE BUILDS HER CASTLE 53 


about in huge figure eights, circling this way and that. 
Fran howled with delight and hung on to Joe, admon- 
ishing him to slow up, and urging him to go faster, all 
in one breath. 

“Hey, stop that hot-rodding,” Ned called out angrily. 

“He’s not hot-rodding,” Fran said. “This is fun.” 

“It’s no way to run a boat.” Ned was furious. 

Julie was torn. She knew Joe was showing off, and 
yet it was exciting and fun. It was more exciting than 
anything she had ever done before in her life, riding in 
the Nefran with the wind blowing against her face, 
smelling the salt sea and watching Joe’s body, erect and 
swaying with each turn of the boat, as if he were the 
ruler of the entire sea. 

Just as suddenly as he had started, Joe stopped, and 
the boat hummed easily along in a straight line, making 
for a small inlet above Wellfleet. 

“Tm hungry,” Joe announced cheerfully. “Let’s eat.” 
The boat purred quietly into the inlet and came to a 
stop. Expertly Joe dropped the anchor over the side, 
pulled off his shirt and dungarees, revealing a pair of 
bright red bathing trunks underneath, and made a neat, 
shallow dive over the side of the boat into the water. 
“Come on,” he called to Fran, “let’s swim in.” 

“You bring the lunch,” Fran said to Ned, and before 
he could say yes or no, shé had her sweater off and was 
in the water with Joe. 
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“I guess that leaves us holding the bag,” Julie said 
laughingly. 

“They have some nerve,” Ned said angrily. “What are 
we supposed to do with this stuff? Carry it on our heads 
or maybe hold it in our arms while we're swimming?” 

“I think we can walk in,” Julie said soothingly. “It’s 
not very deep. We can divide the stuff. Here, Jimmy, 
you take this’—she handed her brother a bag of fruit 
and cookies—“and Ned, if you take the sodas I can man- 
age the sandwiches.” She handed him the cool soda 
bottles. 

Jimmy seemed to be in a trance, admiring Joe, who 
was a beautiful swimmer. “Wake up, Jimmy, come on,” 
Julie cried, climbing over the side of the boat and asking 
Ned to hand her the bag of food. 

Still angry, Ned followed, while Jimmy kept saying, 
“Boy, look at his crawl. Can he swim!” 

Fran and Joe were gaily racing up and down the 
beach, drying themselves in the sun when the others ar- 
rived. Fran seemed to be having the time of her life, but 
she did run over to Ned and whisper, loudly enough for 
Julie to hear, “Don’t be an old grouch. Relax and enjoy 
yourself.” 

In spite of himself, Ned did relax during lunch. 

“We never have picnic lunches like this,” Jimmy re- 
marked, devouring the cold fried chicken and biting 
into a big red juicy tomato. “We always have peanut- 
butter-and-jelly sandwiches, or cheese.” 
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“I adore peanut butter,” Fran said agreeably. 

Joe was very quiet during lunch, and Julie had a feel- 
ing that he was bored with their desultory conversation. 
It was almost as if he were wound up so tightly that he 
had to be on the move all the time. And sure enough, 
the minute they had finished their last cooky and 
gulped down the last drop of soda, Joe was on his feet, 
saying, “Let’s see what we can find on the beach.” 

“Not me. I'm going to have a sun bath,” Ned said 
lazily, stretching out. But Fran and Jimmy and Julie 
followed Joe, and soon all four of them were busily 
gathering pebbles and shells which they put into the 
empty food bags. 

“Look, isn’t this one pretty!” Jimmy had a small, deli- 
cate oval-shaped shell in his hand, with a tiny deck cov- 
ering one half of it. 

“There are millions of those,” Joe said casually. “That’s 
an ordinary slipper shell. ’'m looking for some of those 
staircase shells.” 

“What are they?” Jimmy asked. 

“If I find one, I'll show you.” 

“What’s this one?” Fran asked, looking at Joe curi- 
ously and with admiration. She had a lovely delicate 
pale rose shell in her hand, with two little ears sticking 
out at the top. 

“That’s a pecten, or scallop,” Joe said. “They're pretty 
smart. In the water they get away fast.” 

“Are these the scallops we eat?” 
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Joe shook his head. “No, this is too little. You only eat 
the big ones.” 

“How do you know all this stuff?” Fran asked in 
wonder. 

Joe shrugged his shoulders. “You know a lot of things 
I don’t know. I’ve been looking at these things since I 
was born.” 

“But where did you learn the names?” Julie asked, 
thinking of the collection she had in her room. Wouldn't 
it be wonderful to know all about these little sea animals 
—which lived in what shells and how they existed! It 
was a whole world of its own, mysterious and fascinat- 
ing, and she was getting increasingly curious about it. 

“They have some books in the library. I looked them 
up,” Joe admitted casually. 

Julie was mystified by this strange boy. He looked 
like the last person in the world you'd ever find in a li- 
brary looking something up! He was certainly a strange 
mixture, and Julie wasn’t at all sure he was the right 
person to have introduced to Fran. And Fran seemed 
to be more smitten by the minute. 

Yet, she argued with herself, if I can be in love with 
Peter—if I am—I suppose I should understand Fran’s 
falling for Joe, except, of course, that Peter is very dif- 
ferent, even though they are brothers. And was she in 
love with Peter? Her mind came back to him more and 
more, and it bothered her to realize that he would not 
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be at all pleased to know that Joe had spent the day 
with them. 

As a matter of fact, as they approached the town 
wharf on the way home, where Ned was going to drop 
off Joe, Jimmy, and herself, she scanned the fishing boats 
anxiously, hoping, for once, that the Sea Dolphin would 
not be there. She didn’t want Peter to see her coming 
in on the swanky Chris-Craft with Joe and Fran and 
Ned. This would be precisely the thing that would steer 
him away from her. 

Back in Taos, Julie’s friends used to love to set their 
boy friends up in competition with each other. Nothing 
gave them greater pleasure than to appear at the movies 
or a party with a new or different boy, when they were 
sure the other boys they had dated would be around to 
see them. “Competition’s good for them,” the girls told 
her. But somehow, it didn’t seem right to Julie. If you 
really care for someone, she thought, why go out of 
your way to hurt him? She wouldn't feel very happy 
right now if Peter suddenly appeared with a very pretty 
girl. She would feel she had misunderstood the whole 
close feeling between them, and she definitely didn’t 
want that to happen. 

Julie’s heart sank as she spotted the Sea Dolphin. 
Peter was on board, busy with the fishing nets, and even 
this routine task was performed with the grace that was 
so much a part of him. As Ned steered the boat past 
the Sea Dolphin, Joe stood up and called out to his 
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brother, swaggering proudly, while Julie waved as en- 
thusiastically as she knew how to. Peter straightened 
up and stared at them, nodded curtly, and bent right 
down to the nets again. 

“Who's that?” Fran whispered. 

“That’s Peter, Joe’s brother.” Julie tumed around to 
see if he would look up again. 

“He’s not very friendly, is he?” Fran remarked. 

“He's very friendly,” Julie said emphatically. Ned 
steered the Chris-Craft around to the other side of the 
wharf, and Peter’s receding back looked hurt and for- 
lorn. Julie wished she could jump right over the water, 
the boats, and the people, and tell Peter that she would 
rather be in the Sea Dolphin with him than anywhere 
else in the world. 

But after she and Jimmy had climbed out of the 
Nefran, she didn’t have the courage to go over to the 
Sea Dolphin. Unhappily she waved good-by to Fran 
and Ned—Joe had sauntered off by himself—and listened 
to Jimmy’s chatter all the way home. But if anybody had 
asked her a word Jimmy said, she doubted very much 
if she could have named one! 


Chapter 5 


AxsouT A WEEK later Julie and Jimmy were out on the 
breakwater not far from their house. The sun made the 
rocks shine as if they were encrusted with myriads of 
tiny diamonds. Stretched out flat on their stomachs, 
Julie and Jimmy were carefully gathering up the mus- 
sels that clung to the underside of the rocks. It was a 
painstaking job, but it felt good to dip your hands and 
arms into the cool water while your legs and feet 
broiled in the hot sun. Each mussel had to be picked 
off gingerly to avoid cutting yourself on the sharp 
barnacles. 

“Haven't we got enough?” Jimmy rolled over on the 
flat rock and turned his face up to the sun. “We've got 
almost a pailful.” 

“Let’s make it a full pail. It won’t be any too much for 
the four of us. Wait till you eat them. You'll want a whole 


6o JULIE BUILDS HER CASTLE 


pail for yourself.” Julie stopped to sun herself for a few 
minutes too. 

Jimmy sat upright, and the expression on his face 
made Julie laugh. “Eat them? Those things?” He looked 
at the pail of dark, scrubby mussels with disgust. “I 
wouldn’t eat those things if I had to starve. No thank 
you.” 

“They'll look entirely different when they're cooked. 
But it’s all right with me if you don’t want them—there’ll 
be all the more for the rest of us. But I bet you change 
your mind.” 

“Not on your life.” Jimmy looked about him thought- 
fully. From where they were, far out on the breakwater, 
they could see the ocean on one side and the bay on the 
other. “This isn’t such a bad place to live, is it?” he con- 
fided to his sister. 

“It’s a wonderful place.” Julie stretched luxuriously in 
the sun. “Let’s finish up.” The mussels were so abundant 
that in no time at all they had filled the pail, and they 
agreed to take turns carrying it home. 

A block before they came to their house, and the 
Costa house across the way, Julie put down the pail, 
took a pocket comb out of her shorts, and combed her 
hair. “Now what in the world do you want to do that 
for?” Jimmy stared at her in astonishment. 

“I look a mess.” Julie felt her face flush in embarrass- 
ment, and Jimmy spotted it immediately. He laughed 
hilariously. “I suppose you think Peter Costa’s going to 
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be standing in front of his house waiting for you! Oh, 
you girls! He doesn’t even know you're alive.” 

“That's not true,” Julie said angrily. “I don’t expect 
to see him, and what’s more he knows I'm very much 
alive.” She spoke vehemently, only vaguely aware of 
the complete contradiction of her words. Actually, she 
was hoping very much that she would run into Peter in 
front of his house, and she was also deeply concerned 
for fear that he had forgotten she existed. 

Ever since she had come in on the boat with Ned and 
Joe a week ago, Peter seemed to be avoiding her. And 
while it might seem silly to someone else, Julie felt she 
understood why Peter was acting this way. It wasn’t 
that they had any ties binding each other, but in the 
tentative, beginning stage of making friends, when the 
tiniest breeze in the wrong direction can send one or 
the other scurrying timidly away, a boy or girl is apt to 
feel shy. Julie’s mind was constantly preoccupied with 
trying to figure out a means by which she could take the 
initiative, without being forward. After all, she wasn’t 
dead sure he felt the same way she did about wanting to 
follow up their budding friendship. If only some lovely 
chance meeting would bring them back to where they 
had been! 

Julie forced herself not to will mentally that Peter 
would be standing outside today, as she and Jimmy 
passed with their pail of mussels. Obviously, if she kept 
thinking about this, she would make it impossible. 


- 
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But her quickly suppressed premonition, when she had 
stopped to fix her hair, had been right. There was Peter 
coming out of his house, carrying a big basket of clothes 
for his mother! He put down the basket as Julie and 
Jimmy approached. 

“Hi,” Julie called. 

“Hi,” he said, fidgeting about. “My mother just 
washed the kitchen floor and so I had to bring the 
clothes around this way.” He eyed her uncertainly. 

“T'm glad. If you’d been out back I wouldn’t have seen 
you.” Julie smiled at him, marveling at her own courage. 
“We've been getting mussels. How do you do, Mrs. 
Costa?” she greeted Peter’s mother, who joined them. 
Mrs. Costa, as usual, looked immaculate, as spotless as 
her load of gleaming white sheets ready to be hung up 
to dry. Even when hanging up clothes, she was not 
casually dressed. She looked as neat as if she were ready 
for church, with shoes and stockings on, her hair in per- 
fect order, her dress starched and carefully pressed re- 
gardless of the heat. Behind her, the house was equally 
shining, all the windows unstreaked and clear, their 
white lace curtains a pure white. Even the lawn was 
smooth, with all the edges trimmed, and the hedge was 
cut exactly and evenly. 

Julie sighed with envy at the solid comfort both the 
house and Mrs. Costa evinced. This was a household, 
she was sure, where the meals were served on time, 
where everything had a place, and where there were 
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no surprises constantly requiring everyone to rearrange 
all his thinking. 

“Do you like mussels?” Mrs. Costa smiled at her. 

“I've never tasted them, but my father says they're 
wonderful,” Julie said. Jimmy looked at her accus- 
ingly, his eyes asking why she had said they were so 
good when she didn’t really know, but Julie gave him a 
warning, silencing look. 

“Would you like to fix them Portuguese style?” Mrs. 
Costa asked. “Tl tell you what to do.” 

Julie smiled delightedly. “That would be wonderful.” 

“First you must scrub them clean. You have a brush 
—a good stiff brush? Brush them hard and wash them 
well, so all the sand and grit come off. Then you put a 
little olive oil and plenty of garlic in a big pot, and you 
let the mussels steam until they open and the juice runs 
out. Just add some tomato sauce, and you have delicious 
mussels, Mmm, they're good!” 

“That sounds divine,” Julie agreed. Then in a spurt 
of inspiration she turned to Peter. “Why don’t you come 
over and eat them with us tonight?” 

Peter was hesitant, and Mrs. Costa laughed. “You'd 
better not invite him when you have mussels. He eats a 
whole pailful himself.” 

Peter smiled good-naturedly. “Come on, Mother! 
Thanks, I'd better not. But there’s a pretty good movie 
playing. If you'd like to go I could pick you up after 
supper, about half-past six or so.” 
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“Td love to go, but that’s awfully early. . . . We usu- 
ally don’t eat until after seven.” She was watching Mrs. 
Costa’s erect walk as she left them to go to the back 
yard. 

“We're country people, I suppose. We always eat at 
six. Besides, the movie starts at seven.” Peter’s face was 
noncommittal. 

“Well, ll just eat early, that’s all. I'll be ready. Our 
hours aren’t so fixed, anyway.” 

Julie practically pranced across the street to her own 
house. It had worked. For once, willing something to 
happen, and then having the sense to stop thinking 
about it at exactly the proper moment, had brought the 
desired results. Julie felt very wise and womanly and 
powerful, pleased with herself beyond words. As if she 
were performing a sacred ritual, she sat down at the 
kitchen sink to scrub the blessed mussels, which had 
brought her today’s outstanding piece of good luck. 

“Tl eat my supper early,” Julie announced to her 
mother. “I’m going to the early movie.” 

“Aren’t you going to eat the mussels? You told me 
you were going to fix them Portuguese style,” Mrs. 
Hartman said. 

“I will. I'll just take mine early and leave the rest for 
you when you want to eat.” 

“Fine,” Mrs. Hartman agreed. “Daddy and I are going 
swimming around five, when he finishes working, and I 
guess Jimmy will come too, and eat late with us.” 
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At six o'clock sharp Julie sat down in the kitchen 
alone with her dish of mussels. They were delicious, but 
she couldn't help thinking of the Costa family sitting 
around their comfortable dining-room table, the whole 
family together. She could picture motherly Mrs. Costa 
dishing out marvelous food, and she felt cheated, as if 
she had been born into the wrong kind of family. Her 
parents could have gotten along perfectly well without 
any children, and she sometimes wondered why they 
had bothered to have any! 

Julie was ready and waiting outside when Peter ar- 
rived, because she didn’t want him to see she had eaten 
all by herself. They walked down to the movies, chat- 
ting about this and that on the way. Throughout the film 
they sat quite stiffly side by side, careful not to brush 
each other’s arm. It was only nine o'clock when the 
movie was over, and Julie wondered if Peter was going 
to take her home, or what he would suggest. 

“Have you ever been to Race Point?” Peter asked her, 
referring to the tip of Provincetown, which juts out into 
the ocean. 

“My father drove us out to see it in the daytime, but 
he said it was beautiful at night. It’s awfully far, though, 
isn’t it?” 

“I thought we'd walk home and get my father’s car 
and drive out; that is, if you wanted to go. It’s not like 
going to a night club, but it’s pretty. It’s a good bright 
night.” 
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“It’s a beautiful night,” Julie said, looking up at the 
star-studded sky. “I’ve only been to a night club once; 
that was after graduation at Taos, and I thought it was 
awful. A bunch of people wriggling around on a 
crowded dance floor. ... I don’t know why people 
spend so much money for that! I’d just as soon stay home 
and play records.” 

“And I thought you were a real night-club girl.” Peter 
smiled at her, but his eyes were questioning. 

“Me?” Julie was surprised. “What ever gave you that 
idea?” 

“T don’t know. All you summer people go in for night 
clubs. That’s why Provincetown has so many.” 

“We're not summer people. My father might stay 
here for years if he likes it,” Julie said. “You don’t like 
the summer people, do you?” 

Peter shrugged his shoulders. “They don’t bother me 
any.” 

They walked in silence the short distance to Peter's 
house, and Julie waited outside while Peter went in to 
ask his father for the car, and to get the keys. In a few 
minutes Peter was driving her down past the Moors, 
past New Beach, and out on the clear, straight road to 
Race Point. 

The road stopped abruptly on the cliffs high above 
the sea. The moon was up, lighting a brilliant path 
across the sea, and the surf boomed below. They looked 
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down on an uninhabited world of untouched sand and 
ocean. 

“It’s beautiful.” Julie felt the beauty of it almost like a 
sharp pain. Peter turned off the motor, and they could 
hear nothing but the steady breaking of the surf. “It 
doesn’t look real,” Julie murmured. “It looks theatrical, 
like something you make up.” 

“It’s real, all right. Look. There are some men down 
there surf casting.” He pointed to two black dots down 
the beach. “Wonder if they’re getting anything!” 

“Let’s go down and see. Let’s walk right into that 
moonlight,” Julie suggested eagerly. 

“Do you really want to walk on the beach?” Peter 
asked dubiously. “It’s a climb coming up again.” 

Julie had already slipped her feet out of her high- 
heeled pumps. “Come on. Take off your shoes and socks.” 

Instead of using the wooden steps leading down the 
side of the cliff, they half slid and half walked down the 
soft sand. “Isn’t this marvelous!” Julie ran toward the sea 
until her feet hit the water, and she could feel the 
cold water curling up, under and around her toes. “If 
we had bathing suits, we could go swimming,” Julie 
said. 

“No thank you.” Peter was right alongside her. “It’s 
too cold. Besides, you're not allowed to swim here at 
night; it’s dangerous. A couple of years ago some dumb 
tourists did go swimming here—smart alecks—and a man 
got drowned.’ A cousin of mine. He was fishing here 
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and he saved the New York fellows, but he collapsed 
and they couldn’t bring him around.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry.” Julie turned toward Peter. “Let’s walk 
for a while, shall we?” 

They walked along the edge. of the surf, and Julie 
loved the strong tug of the sea rushing up and pulling 
the sand out from under her feet. “There’s a strong tow 
there, isn’t there?” 

“There sure is,” Peter agreed. 

After walking along in silence for a few minutes, 
Julie finally asked the question pressing on her mind. 
“Is it because of your cousin that . . . well, that you 
don’t like the summer people?” She turned and looked 
directly into Peter’s face. 

It took him so long to answer that she wondered if 
he was going to answer at all, and she could have 
kicked herself for having said the wrong thing. It was 
just like her, she thought, to be walking along this ex- 
citing moonlit beach with him, and spoil it all by saying 
something dumb. And it didn’t help any to remember 
that speaking without thinking was one of the things 
her father most often criticized her for. 

“I didn’t say I didn’t like the summer people,” Peter 
finally answered, speaking slowly. “I told you before, 
they don’t bother me any. It’s some of the older people 
who don’t like them. You see, a lot of them remember 
Provincetown before it got so crowded, and you'll have 
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to admit that some of the people that come up here 
aren't so desirable. They're a cheap, flashy bunch.” 

“You find people like that everywhere,” Julie said. 
“Why should Provincetown be different?” 

“No reason. Except that the people who live here all 
the time—my people, the Portuguese, although we're 
not the only ones—think it’s a bad influence for the 
kids. My mother thinks that’s what’s wrong with Joe. 
She says he thinks life is all driving around in a big fancy 
car, going to cocktail parties, and sitting in the sun. He 
seems to think that nobody has to work for a living, be- 
cause he sees all these rich people’s kids come up here 
and bum all summer. My mother doesn’t like them very 
much.” 

“But everyone around seems happy enough to make 
money off the summer people,” Julie said defensively. 
“My father’s friend Mr. Dowling—he’s the one who 
owns that boat you saw me on the other day—he’s a big 
Wall Street businessman, and he says the tourist trade 
is what keeps this place alive.” 

“That’s a lot of boloney. We don’t need the tourist 
trade. My father makes good money with his fishing 
boat, and there are lots more like him. Most of those 
shops you see are owned by outsiders anyway. A lot of 
them have stores in other places, and they just come 
here to cash in.” 

“And what about all the apartments for rent? Who 
owns them?” Julie demanded. 
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“A lot of the people who live here own them. My 
mother laughs at the summer people who rent them. 
She thinks they're crazy to pay four or five hundred dol- 
lars a month for some of those rickety old places. If 
they can get prices like that, why shouldn’t they, she 
says. But she doesn’t think much of it, one way or an- 
other.” ; 

“Well, I don’t think it’s fair to blame the summer peo- 
ple for Joe,” Julie said indignantly. “You’ve seen the same 
things, you've been exposed to the same flashy cars and 
the same people, why aren’t you that way?” 

“I don’t know. Maybe I'm too dumb. I just go along, 
follow in my father’s footsteps, but Joe’s different. He 
wants to get away from here, he’s got big ideas. Maybe 
he’s right—I don’t know.” 

“He’s not right if he doesn’t want to work for what he 
wants, And you mustn’t forget that people come up here 
for a vacation. Just because they don’t do anything up 
here doesn’t mean they don’t work the rest of the year. 
It’s really not fair to judge them by how they act on 
their vacation.” 

“Tm not judging them. I'm just telling you what my 
mother and some other people around here think.” 

“But you go along with it, don’t you?” Julie knew 
she was doing the wrong thing. She was pushing Peter 
and herself farther and farther apart, but she couldn't 
stop herself. If I had stayed up all night thinking of a 
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way to spoil this evening, she reflected ruefully, I 
couldn’t have done a better job! 

“Look, if you're trying to get me to say I hate the 
summer people, I’m not going to say it. I don’t hate any- 
one. I guess I’m what you'd call one of those middle-of- 
the-roaders. I see both sides of most things. Or maybe 
I'm too dumb or too lazy to make up my mind about a 
lot of things. Too dumb, I guess.” Peter looked at her 
unhappily. 

“You're certainly not dumb. Oh, Peter, why did we 
have to get into this fool argument? On a beautiful 
night like this!” Julie was distressed. 

“I didn’t start it.” Peter smiled uncertainly. 

“Let’s not have another argument about who started 
it,” Julie said. “We've walked for miles.” The cliff where 
they had left the car looked very far away. 

“Distances on the beach look farther than they are. 
Do you want to go back?” 

“Tl race you to that log over there,” Julie said, facing 
around in the direction from which they had come. 
“One, two, three, go!” 

They both went off along the hard sand, and Julie 
could tell that Peter’s long loping strides could beat her 
in a minute if he chose to. 

“You're not really running,” she called to him. “Don’t 
cheat.” 

“O.K., you asked for it.” Peter ran ahead and was 
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sitting on the log waiting for her when she came up, 
panting. “Sit down and rest awhile,” he suggested. 

“This thing’s all wet.” Nevertheless, Julie sat down 
beside him on the damp log. She looked out over the 
ocean at the brilliant sky. “Aren’t we nutty to argue on a 
night like this?” 

“You can say that again,” Peter agreed. “But I guess 
were very different, you and I. I’ve never known a girl 
like you before.” 

“And I’ve never known anyone like you. I suppose 
you think my whole family is nutty. I know I do. They 
do everything in such a wacky way. I suppose your 
mother thinks we're odd.” 

“No, why should she? You seem O.K. to me.” 

Julie smiled. “You're nice to say so. But my family is 
so different from yours. I guess I'm a little jealous. You 
seem so settled, so sure of everything. You know where 
you're going to live for years to come. I bet when you 
go home you know what you're going to have for dinner 
and when you'll have it, and your mother is there every 
night to give it to you.” 

Peter shrugged. “There’s nothing so great about that.” 

“But you like it, don’t you?” Julie insisted. 

“I’ve never thought about it. Sure I like it. That’s the 
trouble with me, I like to be sure of everything. I hate 
not knowing. But I think Joe would like your kind of 
life better; he likes excitement.” 

“Well, he can have it. Besides, it’s not excitement. 
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You just feel up in the air all the time. But here I go com- 
plaining. You must think I’m an awful bore.” 

Peter moved over so he was sitting close by her side. 
She could feel the warmth of his body alongside of 
hers, and in the chill of the evening it felt nice and com- 
forting. “I think you're the most exciting girl !'ve known 
all my life,” he said solemnly. 

“Peter, do you really?” Julie turned around so that 
their eyes met and their faces were close together. 

“Yes, I do. I...” Timidly Peter bent down and 
kissed her lightly on the lips. “I like you an awful lot, 
Julie,” he whispered. 

“T like you too, Peter. More than I've ever liked any- 
one else.” Wordlessly they kissed again, and this time 
their arms were about each other, and after they had 
kissed they stayed close together, listening to the sea 
and feeling the cool night air on their faces. 

“I don’t mind arguing if it ends up like this,” Peter 
whispered. 

Julie laughed softly. “Peter . . . I feel so wonderful. 
I don’t know how to say it. . . but I'm glad you and I 
are different. It makes coming together like this and 
getting to know each other so much more exciting than 
if we had started out being alike, if you know what I 
mean.” 

“I think I do know what you mean, Julie.” He bent 
his head and kissed her again, gently, and yet she could 
sense a trembling excitement in him. They both stood 
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up then and slowly walked back to the car, hand in 
hand. 

They took their time walking up the steep steps back 
to the top of the cliff, stopping every few steps to admire 
the sea and the moonlight once more. And they looked 
at each other, enjoying again the enchanting discovery 
of each other. 

“Are you hungry?” Peter asked, when they finally 
were back in the car. 

“Tm starved. This sea air certainly makes you want 
to eat.” 

“Good. We'll stop and get some hamburgers,” Peter 
suggested. 

After hamburgers at the diner, Peter took her home. 
“This has been a wonderful evening,” Julie said. They 
were standing at the foot of the outside stairs that led 
up to Julie’s room, and speaking in very low voices so 
as not to awaken her family. 

“I wish we could do it every night, but I may not see 
you for a couple of days. I'm going out fishing with my 
father.” 

“Oh.” Julie couldn’t hide her disappointment. She 
had already been thinking that it was easier to say good 
night when she was sure to see him again tomorrow. 
“Til miss you.” 

“Til miss you too. I hope your father does decide to 
stay here for years and years.” 

“Me too.” Julie couldn’t bear the thought of telling 
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him that at the end of the summer she would be leaving 
for college. It would put another wedge between them, 
and she didn’t want to face. that fact yet. 

Peter took her in his arms and kissed her good night. 
“I'm crazy about you, Julie. I'll see you the minute I get 
back.” 

“Tll be here,” she said simply. 

Julie went upstairs slowly, and before she turned 
into her room she blew a kiss to Peter, who was stand- 
ing below and watching her. 


Chapter 6 


Jum way in bed the next morning listening to the sea 
gulls. Their call had a beckoning sound that made her 
wish she could be in two places at once. She could 
imagine them circling low, swooping down onto the 
sand in the early morning sunlight, and she wished she 
was out there with them. But it was also very pleasant 
to lie in bed and listen to them while she thought about 
Peter. She wondered if he was already out somewhere 
on the water and whether, if she thought about him 
hard enough, he would think of her too. 

Peter Costa. . . . Peter Costa. . . . What a beautiful 
name! Suddenly she couldn’t bear staying in bed any 
longer thinking about Peter, because all she could really 
think about was the agony of not seeing him for the 
next few days. A few days. . . . What did that mean? 
Two days, three days. . . . Please don’t make it more 
than three days, she willed in her mind. 
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She ran to the window lightly in her bare feet and 
scanned the sky. It was clear and cloudless. Silently she 
prayed it would stay that way until Peter came back. 
She smiled inwardly at her own melodramatics, and 
yet the image of Mrs. Costa’s face when the bishop gave 
the Sea Dolphin his blessing flashed across her mind. 
She remembered, too, the dark, menacing clouds of the 
squall that came later. She wouldn’t like to think of 
Peter out on the sea in that. Not, of course, unless she 
was with him. . . . If they were together. . . . In a mo- 
ment she conjured up a picture of the two of them in 
sou westers, those wonderful helmets pulled down over 
their faces, fighting the sea and wind . . . two against 
the elements. . . . Suddenly, far off in the distance she 
saw a small light shining, help was on its way... . 

Julie hooted to herself. What a wonderful thing the 
mind is, she speculated, impressed with her own philo- 
sophical thought. The mind can take you across the 
world in a matter of seconds. 

She went over to the shelf where she kept her grow- 
ing collection of sea shells and plant life, which she had 
gathered from the rocks and the sand. She had quite 
an assortment: wonderful starfish, sea urchins, sand dol- 
lars, barnacles, several kinds of algae, and all kinds of 
odd shells whose names she didn’t know. One day soon, 
she vowed, she would go to the library and get out books 
to identify all these things. 

It was the middle of July already! Before she knew 
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it the summer would be over and she would be on her 
way out west, going to college. She couldn’t quite be- 
lieve it was really going to happen, and she felt panicky. 
If her family did decide to stay in Provincetown, she 
would be hundreds of miles away. Maybe she shouldn't 
go to college at all, but stay home and get a job. She 
had a distressing sense of life’s rushing by before she had 
a chance to fully make up her mind in which direction 
she wanted to go. 

Julie knew it was a financial effort for her parents to 
send her to college; after all, artists aren’t rich. What if 
her father was right, and she'd just be wasting four 
years on a lot of fill-in courses without preparing for a 
profession or a career! 

When they first came to Provincetown, she had sug- 
gested that perhaps she ought to try to get a job, but 
her parents had discussed it and decided against it. Her 
father had made some inquiries and had been told that 
the good jobs were gone. It seemed that the best she 
could have done would have been to get a job as waitress 
in one of the less desirable restaurants, and her parents 
did not approve of that. 

“You won't get anything out of the seashore,” her fa- 
ther had said, “cooped up in a cheap eating place and, 
who knows, you may never get here again, so you might 
as well make the most of it.” 

“Besides,” her mother had added, “what you could 
earn in these few weeks wouldn't make much differ- 
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ence, and some time in August we have to go to Boston 
and get you some clothes.” 

The thought of a new wardrobe perked Julie up im- 
mediately. She could hear Jimmy singing to himself 
and playing with his trucks in the next room, and she 
decided to get dressed and go out to do some beach- 
combing. 

Getting dressed was a brief matter of putting on un- 
derwear, shorts, and a shirt. She had even stopped wear- 
ing sneakers most of the time and went everywhere 
barefoot, except at night, if she got dressed up to go out. 

When she went downstairs to the kitchen, Julie was 
surprised to find her father up and making breakfast for 
himself. Usually her mother was the first one up. 

“Good morning,” Julie said brightly. “What got you 
up so early?” 

“It’s not that early. I want to go out and do a water 
color outdoors, before it gets too hot.” 

“Oh. Aren’t you working on your big oil?” Julie knew 
her father had been worrying about a large oil canvas 
he had been painting in his studio. 

“I feel like taking a morning off from that. Also, I 
want to stop in at the Kluny gallery. I'm hoping they'll 
give me a show.” 

“Oh, Daddy, that would be wonderful! When?” 

“Td like to see if they can fit it in at the end of August, 
before all the summer people go home. This town is filled 
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with rich psychiatrists collecting art. Maybe some of 
them will buy Hartman’s.” 

Julie loved to have her father talk to her this way, 
forgetting he was labeled father and she, daughter. If 
he could only be this way all the time, she thought. 
“There must be a lot of nutty people around to make 
all the psychiatrists so rich.” Julie giggled softly. 

“People don’t have to be nutty to go to a psychiatrist,” 
her father corrected her. “That’s rather an ignorant re- 
mark to make. Perfectly sane people have emotional 
or neurotic problems that can be helped by psycho- 
therapy.” 

I was feeling good too soon, was Julie’s immediate re- 
action. It only takes him five minutes before he’s lec- 
turing me! She tried very deliberately to curb her rising 
impatience and to get the conversation back to a good, 
mature level. “I was just thinking this morning while I 
was getting dressed,” she said, in a conversational tone 
of voice, “what a remarkable thing the mind is. It can 
take you anywhere. . . . I mean a daydream can.” 

Her father looked up from his scrambled eggs. “The 
mind is the most remarkable possession a human being 
has, in my opinion. And if he doesn’t learn to use it 
properly, or is too lazy to do so, he’s committing one of 
the worst possible sins.” 

“Oh, Daddy, do you have to lecture me, even at 
breakfast?” 

“I wasn’t aware that I was lecturing you.” Mr. Hart- 
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man looked at his daughter innocently. “Why don’t you 
come out with me this morning? Would you like that?” 

Julie realized he was making a peace offering, and 
even though she wanted to go beachcombing, she de- 
cided it might be a wise thing to take him up on it. She 
and her father had been spending very little time to- 
gether, and when she went away to college she would 
hardly see him at all. 

“Sure. I'd love to go with you. Ill work on my sun 
tan while you paint. Where are you going?” 

“We'll see when we go out. I'd like to walk around a 
bit until I find what I want to paint.” 

Before they had finished eating, Mrs. Hartman and 
Jimmy joined them, and it was obvious her mother was 
pleased that Julie was going off on a jaunt with her 
father. 

“Of all the dumb things. You're going to sit and watch 
him paint! What do you want to do that for?” Jimmy 
asked, 

“Maybe she likes my company,” his father said cheer- 
ily. “Some ladies do, you know.” 

“Stop bragging,” his wife teased him. “If everyone 
gets out this morning, it'll give me a good chance to 
clean up the house,” she added. 

Mr. Hartman looked horrified. “On a gorgeous morn- 
ing like this! What a foolish ideal Why don’t you and 
Jimmy go pick huckleberries? That’s a much better 
idea.” 
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“Tll say it is,” Jimmy agreed enthusiastically. “Come 
on, Mom. Let’s. Then you can come home and make a 
pie.” 

“It wouldn’t hurt to have the house cleaned up,” Julie 
mumbled, thinking of Mrs. Costa’s immaculate house- 
keeping. 

Her mother gave her a surprised look. 

“The house is always clean,” her father said. “All it 
needs now is to have the sand swept out; but to spend 
a whole morning at it—that’s absurd. Come on. Let's 
go.” He kissed his wife good-by, took his folding stool 
and easel, and handed Julie his paintbox. “Here, you 
take this, please.” 

What a boss he is, Julie thought. 

“Have a good time,” Mrs. Hartman called after them. 

Outdoors the freshness of the morning was so soft 
and lovely that Julie felt for a moment as if she could 
hardly bear it. She felt pleasurably involved with the 
soft rustle of the breeze, the smell of the sea, the call 
of the sea gulls, arid the warm sunshine flooding about 
her and through her, as if all of it were somehow part of 
her and she were part of the summer’s throbbing life. 
Her heart went out to Peter, wherever he was. 

She waited to let her father decide which direction 
he wanted to take. “Let’s stop in at the gallery first,” he 
suggested, “and get that over with.” 

“Isn’t it too early? I thought they didn’t open till 
noon,” Julie said, restless to get out on the beach. 
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“Kluny said he’d be there early today, working,” her 
father answered. 

At the door of the gallery Julie hesitated. “Shall I wait 
out here?” 

“No, come in. I like showing off my daughter once in 
a while,” Mr. Hartman said. 

“Once in a while is right,” Julie agreed good-na- 
turedly. “Most times you want to wrap me up in cotton 
and put me away someplace.” 

Mr. Hartman introduced her to Mr. Kluny, the art 
dealer. Julie thought he looked more like a butcher, for 
he was a fat, jovial man and, at the moment, he had a 
big apron tied over his clothes. 

“Youll have to excuse the confusion,” he said, waving 
at the pictures on the floor lined up against the wall. 
“I'm hanging a new show—a young fellow. What do you 
think of his work?” He didn’t seem to expect an answer, 
because he went right on talking. “A very vigorous tal- 
ent, very vigorous. Come back here, Hartman, and we 
can talk business. Had no idea you had a grown daugh- 
ter. I’m a grandfather, three times. I bet you wouldn't 
think it to look at me, would you?” 

Julie smiled, wondering how her father was going to 
get a word in edgewise. Mr. Hartman followed the little 
fat man into a back room, and Julie wandered around 
the gallery looking at the pictures. She couldn’t imagine 
why anyone would want to hang them up, let alone 
buy them. To her they seemed huge and rather disgust- 
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ing blobs of formless color. The more she looked at them, 
the more she hated them, and she couldn’t help thinking 
about her father’s paintings, because they were so differ- 
ent from these. They were either landscapes or people, 
yet they weren’t real in the way a photograph is real. 
Impressionistic, she thought they were called, and look- 
ing at them made you feel something. One picture 
might make you feel sad, another happy . . . and the 
big oil her father was working on now—a group of fig- 
ures, the central one a very old, rather stern-faced man, 
with wonderfully innocent, gentle eyes—made her feel 
religious. 

Julie could hear the voices of her father and Mr. 
Kluny in the next room, and she had the very peculiar 
sensation of thinking about her father not as her father 
at all. For a few minutes she could see him as a stranger, 
a middle-aged, bald-headed man, working anxiously to 
get a show, and she wished desperately that she knew 
what went on in that head of his. What was inside him, 
what were his thoughts, his feelings, that made him 
paint the wonderful pictures he did? Would his feelings 
be anything like hers, she wondered, if he was successful 
in arranging his show? Would he feel really uplifted? 
And what if he failed—would he be down in the depths 
as she would be in a similar situation—discouraged, 
hating everyone and everything, even the summer sun- 
shine? 

She knew by his face when he came out to join her 
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that his news was good, and she heaved a big sigh of 
relief and gratitude. She couldn’t have stood it if it had 
been otherwise. 

“When is it going to be?” she asked her father 
eagerly. 

“The last week in August and the first in September. 
That’s perfect, takes me right over the Labor Day 
week end. I’ve got to get that big oil finished, and I'd 
like to do a couple of local scenes, some quick water 
colors. Then I'll have plenty to choose from for the show. 
I think Kluny’s got a good gallery here. He talks a 
blue streak, but I like him. He knows how to sell pic- 
tures, and that’s what we need now, with you going off 
to college.” 

“Yes, I know.” They walked along the beach, and 
Julie could see that all the while her father was chatting, 
his eyes were busily scanning the place for a spot he 
liked, where he could settle down and paint. 

“Why don’t we go over to the dunes?” Julie suggested. 

“No, I'd rather get closer to the harbor,” her father 
said. He was headed directly for the main wharf, and 
Julie could feel a small knot of nervousness forming in 
her stomach. If her father decided to sit down and paint 
in full sight of the wharf, she would absolutely die! She 
had seen Joe and his crowd snicker and joke as they 
went by a man painting on the main wharf, Even Ned 
and Fran had exchanged an amused look, and the tour- 
ists and the kids had gathered around and gaped at him. 
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It was as if he were on exhibition in one of the freak 
tents at a circus. 

“This seems a likely place,” her father said, stopping 
within about ten feet of the busy, crowded wharf. “I 
think I can get what I want right here.” Mr. Hartman 
started to set up his easel and stool. 

Julie watched him, horrified. “You're not going to 
paint here, Daddy!” She was aghast. 

“Why not?” he asked, astonished. “It’s just what I 
want. A part of the wharf in the foreground, the boats 
and the harbor in the background.” He narrowed his 
eyes against the sun. “I can see it exactly, an exciting 
composition.” 

“But Father, in front of all these people?” Already 
some curious tourists had stopped on the wharf and 
were watching them. Her father glanced up and 
shrugged his shoulders. 

“That’s their problem, not mine. If they have nothing 
better to do than to watch me, they're welcome. I 
couldn’t care less.” 

“You couldn’t care! That’s the trouble with you. You 
don’t care about anyone or anything in the whole world, 
except yourself. You have to paint here, in the middle of 
everything.” Julie was losing her temper, and she knew 
it, but she couldn’t stop. “You don’t care if my friends 
come along and laugh at us, if everyone stops and stares 
as if we were a pair of freaks. . . .” 

Her father laughed, and his laughter stung like iodine 
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on an open sore. “I'm afraid, my dear, if you continue 
to shout at me, you'll be the only one making a spec- 
tacle of herself. As I said, if people have nothing better 
to do than watch me paint, it’s their problem, not mine. 
As for your friends, they're not very good ones if they 
laugh at how I earn my living. Say, give me a hand with 
this easel, will you please?” 

Still furious, Julie helped him. “But you don’t care 
about anything. You don’t care what people say or think 
of you. I don’t know how you can be so callous! And 
you always have to do everything different from any- 
one else. Why couldn't I have had a businessman for a 
father, or a plumber—any usual kind of person. Why 
does everything always have to be queer and different!” 

Her father wasn’t laughing any more. “Julie, I've 
heard enough.” She could tell by his face that he was 
getting angry now. “I don’t know what kind of an edu- 
cation you're getting in school these days, but if you're 
going to spend four years and a lot of money in college 
just to parrot what everyone else says and does and 
thinks, it’s a waste of time and money. I don’t care what 
people—just people in general—think of me, and get 
that through your head. I care what some people think 
—your mother, you and Jimmy, my friends to some de- 
gree, and I care very much that you're growing up with- 
out a mind of your own. Conforming, conforming. . . . 
Good grief, you kids today are just a bunch of sheep, 
afraid of taking one step away from the crowd!” 
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“How do you know so much about it? You hardly 
know any of my friends, or what they think! What's 
so great about being different, what does that accom- 
plish?” Julie was fidgeting nervously, afraid the people 
on the wharf would hear them. All she wanted to do now 
was to get away. She wanted simply to disappear be- 
fore anyone she knew came along. 

“Listen, I came out here to get some work done, not 
to have either a philosophical discussion or a fight 
with you,” her father said impatiently. “I thought we 
were going to have a pleasant time together for a 
change,” he added. 

“Well, I guess we can’t. I am not going to stay here 
and be stared at by everyone going by. If that’s your 
idea of a pleasant time, you can count me out, thank 
you very much.” 

“Then run along and leave me alone,” her father said 
curtly, and busied himself with mixing his colors. 

Feeling perfectly awful, Julie sauntered slowly away, 
around the piles under the wharf, and down the beach, 
her head bent low. 

She felt, with a sudden panic and a heavy sense of 
depression, that she didn’t know who she was. Was she 
just a dumb jerk who didn’t belong in college? Was she 
attracted to Peter because he was such a conformist? 
He did want to stay put and follow in his father’s foot- 
steps, and he wasn’t a great brain, not the kind of boy 
who read books or was interested in politics or music or 
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the theater or art. . . . And yet she was madly in love 
with him, and no one, not her father or anyone, was 
going to talk her out of it. Thinking about Peter and 
getting angrier with her father began to make her feel 
a little better, as if she had a hard core of her own to 
hold on to, her own intense emotions of love and anger. 

She was walking along the beach deep in thought, 
when she looked up and saw a familiar figure approach- 
ing her. It was Joe, and he was about the last person 
in the world she wanted to see at the moment. She was 
prepared to walk by with only a nod, but Joe came 
right up to her. 

“You beachcombing?” he asked, without even both- 
ering to say hello. 

Julie shook her head. “I might. I haven’t thought 
about it.” 

“What's there to think about? Come on,” he said. Joe 
had that way of ordering people about. When he said 
let’s do this or that, it seemed impossible not to fall right 
in with him. And Julie had already asserted herself 
enough for one morning. She felt too exhausted even to 
think about what she wanted to do. 

“O.K., where to?” she asked. 

“Right along this beach. Come with me.” 

Silently Julie fell into step beside him, wondering why 
she had to be going along with Joe, of all people, this 
morning. As if she didn’t have enough on her mind al- 
ready without his bothering her! 
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“Look at that horseshoe crab!” Joe carefully picked 
up a perfect specimen. “Most of them get smashed. 
This one is all there.” 

“He's beautiful,” Julie agreed, “perfectly beautiful.” 

Joe looked at her in surprise. “Do you really think so? 
Most girls think they're ugly, with that long, sharp tail.” 

“Oh, nol” Julie felt suddenly shy, afraid that Joe 
might think she was trying to impress him. 

“Do you want him?” Joe asked. 

“Sure—if you don't,” Julie said quickly. 

Joe laughed. “What would I do with him? What're 
you going to do with him, anyway?” he asked curiously. 

“I've been collecting things. Just for the fun of it.” 

Joe seemed to be thinking that over as he walked on 
beside her, carrying the crab for her. “If I had the money 
to buy the stuff I need, I'd be a skin diver,” he said after 
a while. “It’s terrific, the things that grow at the bottom 
of the ocean. I saw a movie once, made by some French- 
man, I think. . . . It was terrific. You could see the 
whole bottom of the ocean,” 

“I saw it too. It was marvelous!” This was a new side 
of Joe. 

“Sometimes I think it’s funny,” Joe said. “All these 
animals, crabs, fish—all the stuff. in the sea, and out 
of the ocean, too, for that matter—they all look alike. 
What I mean is, one crab looks exactly like another, 
lions all look alike, tigers and fish. . . . One perch looks 
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like another. But with people, everyone looks different. 
There aren’t any two alike really, not even twins.” 

It was quite a big speech for Joe, and Julie was im- 
pressed. Now she was glad she had met him, because it 
made her feel close to Peter, walking and talking with 
his brother this way. And she was looking at Joe with 
new eyes. She wished she could talk to him about Peter 
and discover why these two brothers were so antago- 
nistic, but she felt it would be disloyal to Peter to dis- 
cuss him with Joe. 

Joe led her to some rocks farther down the bay and 
showed her how to remove the algae so the tiny plants 
came off whole. They spent hours examining the differ- 
ent kinds of life growing in, under, and around the rocks, 
and the many varieties of shells on the sand. Julie began 
to feel like Alice in Wonderland with Joe; he was get- 
ting curiouser and curiouser. 

It was bewildering to try to connect this boy, who let 
fall all his scattered information in such a casual, easy 
way, with the Joe she had met before—the boy with the 
weird haircut, the sullen mouth; the boy who exchanged 
so many angry looks with Peter. He was an enigma, 
and yet, she decided, she liked him. Not at all in the 
way she liked Peter, but his being Peter’s brother had a 
lot to do with it, and also, she was discovering, Joe 
could be perfectly pleasant and nice himself. And it was 
distinctly satisfying to realize that her father would 
never understand why she enjoyed spending time with 
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Joe, and that he would definitely disapprove! Serve him 
right, she thought gleefully. What he doesn’t know 
won't hurt him. 

After a while Julie stretched out on the rocks, luxuri- 
ating in the midday sun. “If you know so much about 
all this stuff,” she remarked to Joe, indicating the collec- 
tion of plants and shells they had gathered between 
them, “why don’t you do something about it? Why didn’t 
you finish school?” 

Joe gave her a quick suspicious glance, but after a 
brief hesitation he decided to answer her. “In school 
you don’t learn anything I want to know. Besides, I’m 
no scientist or anything like that. I only do this for fun. 
I want to play with a band.” 

“Then why don’t you?” Julie asked eagerly. “Why 
don’t you do it?” 

“It’s easier said than done,” Joe said, examining his 
toes. “I’ve never had any lessons, Who's going to take 
me on?” 

“If you got a job you could pay for lessons,” Julie 
suggested. 

“There’s no one around here to teach me. But I’ve 
got plans—private plans. And don’t go telling this to 
Pete, either.” 

“I won't tell him anything,” Julie said indignantly. 
But she saw that Joe didn’t want to discuss his plans, 
so she didn’t ask him any more about them. When he 
mentioned Peter, his face had changed again. Maybe 
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he’s a Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, Julie thought, or what 
the psychiatrists call a split personality. 

“Have you seen Fran lately?” she asked, changing 
the subject. 

“Just around on the beach,” Joe said. “She’s a good 
kid.” 

“She likes you. I think she'd like it if you asked her 
out some time.” Julie hoped she was doing the right 
thing. 

Joe laughed. “She wouldn’t go out with me! I’m not 
in her class. Besides,” he added quickly, “she’s too much 
of a kid. I have my own crowd.” 

“Yes, I know.” Julie wished she had the courage to 
say more, Joe was really too decent a fellow for the 
rough crowd he was going with—at least, he seemed 
so to Julie. Yet when Julie thought about it, she won- 
dered whether some of the others might not turn out to 
be better than they had appeared to be, if she got to 
know them. 

Suddenly she felt uneasy, sitting here with Joe. She 
would have given anything to know what he thought 
of her. He probably put her in the same class as Fran, 
and this was not what she wanted. While she certainly 
didn’t want to be labeled as too free and easy with the 
boys, she certainly didn’t want to be thought of as an 
innocent unsophisticated dope, either. What happened 
to all the people in between, Julie mused, those who 
were neither goody-goodies nor rough bums? Did they 
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keep darting back and forth, or did they eventually find 
their own path to travel, a path that could be exciting 
without being alien and frightening? 

“I think I'd better be going home,” Julie said, getting 
up. 

“Here, take your loot.” Joe gathered together the 
shells and put them into Julie’s scarf. “So long,” he said, 
as casually as he had greeted her a couple of hours 
earlier, as if they hadn’t just spent an engrossing two 
hours together. 

“So long.” Julie tumed toward home, but as she 
neared the town wharf she left the beach and went up 
to the street. She could see her father still sitting there 
and working, with quite a crowd gathered around him. 
She definitely wanted to avoid passing him now. 

Life seemed very confusing, shifting from day to day, 
almost from minute to minute, like the sand beneath 
the surf. Before climbing up to the street, she passed 
some small children building a huge castle in the sand, 
surrounded by a moat and connected with a series of 
tunnels, Julie felt sorry for them; the next big wave 
would come along and wash it all away, and not a trace 
of all their work would be left. It was a frightening 
thought, and Julie wondered if life was really as fleet- 
ing as that. 


Chapter 7 


Wu3EN Juiz came home she was relieved to find that her 
mother and Jimmy were out. Her mother would have 
asked a million questions about why she wasn’t with 
her father, and Julie was in no mood to answer them. 
She sat in the living room moodily, turning on the radio 
and wondering if she would have to face a row with her 
father when he came home. She knew very well that he 
hadn’t liked her walking away from him the way she 
had done. 

If only Peter were here. . . . She would go off to 
some faraway beach with him and race on the sand and 
dive headlong into the roaring surf. She would just dis- 
appear, and let her father worry about her for a while; 
it would do him good! 

“Hello! Is anyone home?” A familiar voice called 
from the front door, and Julie jumped up in surprise, to 
let Fran in. 
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“Hi,” Julie greeted her warmly. “Come on in. Have 
you had lunch?” Julie suddenly remembered she hadn’t 
eaten since breakfast and it was now almost two o'clock. 

“Sure, ages ago,” Fran said. “I walked over to see if 
you wanted to go swimming. I have the car today and 
we could go someplace new. We could go exploring.” 

“Sounds great to me. Come on in the kitchen while I 
get something to eat first. ’'m starved. I’ve just had the 
strangest morning with your boy friend Joe.” 

“My boy friend? I never see him except around.” Fran 
blushed. “Not that I wouldn’t like to,” she admitted 
frankly, “Where did you meet him?” 

“On the beach.” Julie was busy preparing her favorite 
dish, scrambled eggs. “He really is a fabulous character. 
You expect him to take a knife out of his pocket any 
minute, and then, you find it’s stuffed with sea shells, 
instead. I don’t get him, do you?” 

Fran giggled. “You describe him beautifully. Maybe 
he’s just mixed-up.” 

Julie shook her head. “I don’t think he is. I have a 
feeling he knows exactly what he’s doing. I don’t know 
why I’m so curious about him. . . .” She slid her eggs 
onto the plate and started eating. “Do you want some 
milk?” 

Fran nodded, and Julie poured a glass of cold milk 
for each of them. She put a plate of cookies on the table 
and went back to her eggs. 
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“I know why,” Fran said wisely. “Because of that 
brother of his.” 

It was Julie’s turn to blush. “You guessed it. Not that 
I've been trying to keep it a secret—except from my 
family, of course. I think I’m in love.” 

“Are you really?” Fran’s pretty face was alive with 
curiosity. “How do you know? What does it feel like?” 
_ Julie laughed and sang out, “I’m in love, I’m in love, 
Tm in love. . . . I don’t know what it feels like, and I’m 
not even sure I’m sure, if you know what I mean. It feels 
great most of the time. . . . I can’t seem to think about 
anything else. And sometimes it feels awful. He’s away 
now, and I don’t know exactly when I'll see him again. 
Nothing seems to matter except pushing the clock 
around! I'd like to move it ahead maybe twenty-four 
hours!” 

“T feel like that a lot of the time, and I’m not in love,” 
Fran said morosely. “I get so bored.” 

“Poor little rich girl,” Julie teased her. 

“I hate that expression ‘poor little rich girl”” Fran 
said quickly. “Besides, it’s not true. The way I feel has 
nothing to do with being rich. It’s—oh, I don’t know—I 
guess it’s knowing exactly what’s going to happen to me 
for the rest of my life.” 

“Like what, for instance?” Julie asked curiously. 

“Well, like going to Wellesley. I know exactly what 
it’s going to be like. I can practically see every girl in 
the dorm already: the one with glasses, who's never 
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going to have a date and studies like a fool; and the 
gay, popular one, who never seems to crack a book; and 
little me, who's dying for a date and never gets one!” 

“You're nutty,” Julie said. “You'll be bombarded.” 

“That’s what you think! Except for the nice young 
man who looks me up because his mother told him to. 
Someone from Amherst or Dartmouth probably, a nice, 
dopey boy from a very good family! He'll take me out 
dancing and we'll go through the do-you-know-him- 
and-her routine, and there'll be long, dead silences. I 
can see it all, and it'll be awful. We'll do it for years 
and one day we'll get engaged, and then we'll get mar- 
ried and have a lot of nice, dopey kids, and live in a 
charming suburban cottage. Ugh, what a deadly life!” 

Julie looked at her friend sympathetically. “You're 
being cynical. What do you want to do?” 

“I don’t know; that’s the trouble. For one thing, I'd 
like to fall madly, desperately in love, but I never will. 
Not with the boys I meet. You meet one, you meet them 
all. One is dumber than the next. They haven't an idea 
in their heads, except sports, and they never read a book 
or want to do anything interesting.” 

“Don’t you think it'll be different when you get to 
college? That’s what I’m counting on. The kids you 
meet in high school are just your own age, and you're 
right, they are all pretty dumb then. But I thought when 
they got older, they'd be different. After all, all men 
aren't dopes!” 
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“I suppose not, but I have a sinister feeling that the 
smart men either don’t get married for ages, or when 
they marry young they go for the dumb girls.” 

“You sure are pessimistic! What will you do if you 
don’t get married?” 

*Tll die. I want to get married early. I don’t even 
care if I don’t graduate from college. I don’t want to 
wait until I'm old. My parents were too old when they 
got married; they just don’t understand anything.” 

“Well, I’ve never seen your mother... .” Fran’s 
mother was in Europe visiting her sister, Fran’s aunt, 
who lived in Paris. Julie felt a little sorry for Fran, 
stuck up here with her father and brother, although 
Fran said it wouldn’t make any difference if her mother 
were home. 

“Why didn’t you go to Paris with her?” Julie asked 
suddenly. 

Fran shook her head. “No thank you. When I go I 
want to go alone or with a friend my own age. You know 
what Id see of Paris if I went with my mother—the in- 
side of all the dressmaker houses, and that’s all. I'd be 
in bed every night at nine o'clock, depressed and ex- 
hausted. No thanks, I'd rather be here. Come on, let’s 
get going.” 

“O.K., I want to get out of the house before my father 
gets home.” : 

Julie washed up her few dishes in a hurry, but she 
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wasn't fast enough. Her father came in before they were 
ready to leave. 

“How do you do, Fran?” he said cordially, and gave 
Julie a decidedly cool look. 

“How did your painting come out?” Julie asked, try- 
ing to pretend nothing had happened, and hoping it 
would work. Fran’s being around, she felt, gave her a 
chance, 

“My painting did very well,” her father said. “No 
thanks to you. As a matter of fact, I suspect you will 
disapprove of it entirely.” With a dead-pan face, he 
showed them his water color. Instead of the view of 
the harbor and the boats she had expected to see, Julie 
found herself staring at a most revealing and absorbing, 
if somewhat humorous, picture of various types of peo- 
ple grouped around a painter whose easel was stuck into 
the sand. You could only see the back of the artist, but 
the figure was unmistakably her father, and he had done 
an extraordinary job in catching the expressions on the 
faces of his audience: the stare of the small boys, the 
intent gaze of the elderly, austere town crier, and the 
sheepish look of the women. 

“That’s wonderfull” Fran cried enthusiastically. “It’s 
simply wonderful,” she repeated. 

Julie felt uncomfortable. “If you'd told me that’s what 
you wanted to paint, it would have been different. At 
least there would have been some excuse for staying 
there.” 
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“I didn’t know what I wanted to paint until I saw it. 
But some people are too impatient to bother finding out, 
and too full of their own silly notions to care.” Her fa- 
ther gave her a reproachful look. 

“Oh, Daddy, don’t talk to me as if I were a two-year- 
old! Come on, Fran, let’s go.” She couldn’t bear an- 
other argument with her father, especially in front of 
Fran. 

“Where are you two off to?” Mr. Hartman asked. 

“We don’t know. Fran has the car for the afternoon, 
so we'll go back to her place and get it. We're going 
exploring.” 

“Have a good time,” Mr. Hartman said. “By the way, 
do you kids know that next week is Scala’s beach party? 
I hope you're both planning to come.” 

“Never heard of it. Besides we haven't been invited,” 
Julie told him. 

“You don’t need to be invited. It’s an annual event, 
every summer. You know who Scala is, don’t you?” 

“Vaguely. An artist, I suppose?” 

“Yes, an artist,” her father said patiently. “A very 
distinguished artist, one of the old Provincetown group. 
I guess he must be way up in his seventies now. Any- 
way, he’s been having this beach party for years. Every- 
one in town is invited, and almost everyone goes. A 
group of his friends go out very early in the morning 
to start the fires for the clambake, and then everyone 
either walks, or rides out in those jeeps with the balloon 
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tires, for the feast. They stay and sing songs around the 
fire. It’s quite an event, and I want you to come and 
bring your friends.” 

“O.K., when is it?” 

“A week from Thursday. You start out around five 
o'clock.” 

“Do the Portuguese people go?” Julie asked. 

Her father gave her a curious look. “I don’t know. I 
haven't been to one in years. I doubt if many of them 
do; it’s mainly the art colony that goes. It’s kind of a 
salute-to-Scala night.” 

“I thought you said the whole town went,” Julie said 
accusingly. “Well, we'll see.” 

“A week from Thursday. . . . I think my father and 
Ned have to be in Boston then. Yes, I’m sure. As a matter 
of fact, I was going to ask you to come and stay over- 
night with me,” Fran said to Julie. “Can you?” 

Julie looked as her father questioningly. “Can I?” 

“I don’t see why not. You girls can come to the beach 
party together, and you can go home with Fran after- 
wards. I don’t think your mother will object.” 

“O.K. Come on, Fran. If we're going to get out today, 
let’s go.” 


The two girls picked up Fran’s father’s black con- 
vertible and decided to drive to Highland Light. Julie 
felt extremely glamorous driving with Fran in such an 
elegant car. They both had on their sunglasses, and 
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Julie felt that they might easily be mistaken for Holly- 
wood starlets! 

Highland Light, in Truro, is supposed to be the far- 
thermost eastern point on the Atlantic seaboard, the 
point nearest to Spain. It is also a Coast Guard station, 
dramatically situated on the ocean and surrounded by 
miles and miles of scrub-covered dunes, with nothing 
else in sight except the vast expanse of the sea and the 
sand. Fran parked the car and the two girls walked out 
across the dunes, talking busily as they went. 

Julie had never known anyone like Fran before. Born 
and brought up in New York City, Fran was an odd 
mixture of sophistication and utter innocence. She knew 
all about the theater, the names of every actor and 
actress and what they had played in for the past several 
years. She was very well-read, she had been to the opera, 
had ridden in horse shows, and was going to have a 
formal coming-out party when she was eighteen. Yet 
she had never been out on a date with a boy alone, and 
she said she hated going to formals, because she didn’t 
know what to say or how to actl 

“I never heard of such a thing,” Julie said indignantly. 
“You just act the way you do normally. I can’t imagine 
you being self-conscious; you're so natural and unaf- 
fected.” 

“Thank you for the kind words,” Fran said, “but you 
don’t know what it’s like. You’ve never been at a girls’ 
school when a boys’ school comes over en masse for a 
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dance. You have to sign up, and you don’t know which 
boy you'll get. I always pull someone who has a secret 
violent crush on some other girl, and he picks that night 
not to keep it a secret. The hours I’ve spent in the girls’ 
room, pretending to be fixing a run or mending my 
dress. . . . It’s ghastly. I'd rather stay in my room for- 
ever than go to one of those dances again.” 

“It sounds pretty awful,” Julie said sympathetically. 
“I guess I’m lucky I went to an ordinary co-ed high 
school.” 

“You can say that again. Whenever you went out you 
were with your own bunch, and at least you were dating 
a boy who had asked you. It makes all the difference in 
the world.” 

The two girls walked for a couple of hours, talking 
about themselves, exchanging confidences, and more 
or less taking their hair down. On the way home, Julie 
felt she knew Fran well enough to ask, “What are you 
going to do about Joe? You like him, don’t you?” 

“Well, I think about him, if that’s what you mean,” 
Fran answered slowly. “But there’s nothing I can do 
about it. He isn’t the least bit interested in me, and I 
doubt if he ever will be.” 

“Tm not sure. He asks about you whenever I see him.” 

“That doesn’t mean a thing.” They walked on in si- 
lence for a few minutes, and then Fran said, “That’s 
what I mean by something exciting in my life. There’s 
as much chance of my ever going out with a boy like 
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Joe as. . . well, I don’t know. . . as my flying through 
the air right this minute!” 

“I don’t know that you'd have such a good time going 
out with Joe. He makes me feel uncomfortable.” 

“But he’s exciting. Isn’t that what you like about 
Peter, that he’s different from anyone else you've ever 
known?” 

“That’s only part of it,” Julie said, trying to be ob- 
jective about her feelings. “I like him because he’s so 
good-looking, and he’s direct and grown-up. He makes 
all the other boys I know seem like babies.” 

“You're awfully lucky that he likes you. I’m jealous,” 
Fran said, but there was only friendliness in her eyes 
and voice when she spoke. 

When the two girls parted, they made arrangements 
for Julie to come to Fran’s house the day of Scala’s party, 
and they planned to walk out to the beach party in the 
dunes together. 


Chapter 8 


Tse next week flew by. Julie didn’t know where the 
summer days were going, marching by so swiftly, one 
after the other. They were so much alike, and yet each 
one was richly full of its own delights. The mornings 
were occupied, after breakfast, with helping her mother 
to straighten out the house, and then almost every day 
she went beachcombing, either alone or with Jimmy. 
One morning when she was alone she met Joe again, 
and they spent some time together on the beach. But 
she felt more and more uncomfortable with him as her 
feeling for Peter became deeper and more evident. 

Since Peter had come home from his fishing trip, 
they had been out on two more dates—just the two of 
them alone. They had not done anything much except 
take a long walk and stop for a soda, but each time Julie 
had been more and more attracted to the young fisher- 
man. 
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“He makes other people seem so muddled,” she said 
to Fran. Julie had had a date with Peter the night be- 
fore, and now the two girls were stretched out on the 
beach the next afternoon. They had become intimate 
friends and spent practically every afternoon together 
going swimming. Sometimes Ned went with them, but a 
good deal of the time he fished or played tennis with his 
father, “Peter’s so uncomplicated,” Julie explained fur- 
ther. “Other people seem to waste time worrying about 
this, that, and the other thing. But Peter’s direct, with 
no contradictions.” 

“That’s all right if you like it,” Fran said, “but it can 
get awfully dull. I like people who surprise you. For in- 
stance, you're interesting because you're a mixture of 
so many different things.” 

Julie sat up and leaned on her elbow eagerly. “Tell 
me more, Madame Analyst. You can send me a bill for 
twenty-five dollars.” 

“Thanks. Well, when I met you that first day on the 
tennis court—and I knew your father was an artist—I 
thought you were going to be one of those arty girls, 
who put on sophisticated airs. You know, the ones who 
wear tight blue jeans and pretend to hate girls and only 
like progressive jazz and terribly glamorous men. The 
kind who write blank verse at the age of twelve and are 
dancers or something exotic. They always make you 
feel like some gawk from the country, wearing two left 
shoes or something.” 
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Julie giggled. “Taos had some of those around, some 
of my father’s friends’ daughters.” 

“But you turned out to be nothing like that—just 
screwy in your own way. Liking Peter so much, for 
instance. Actually, you have a lot of this arty stuff in 
you, whether you like it or not, and I think that’s why 
you like Peter. He’s kind of arty too, in a different way, 
the picturesque type.” 

“But he’s not like that at all when you get to know 
him. He couldn’t care less about the theater and the 
dance.” Julie’s voice mimicked the affected voices that 
always sent them off into giggles when they overheard 
them, as they often did, around the Provincetown shops 
and art galleries. “And I don’t care why I’m so crazy 
about him, I just am,” she ended up. She really didn’t 
want to analyze her feelings. For the time being, she 
was content to enjoy them and to enjoy the time she 
spent with Peter, without figuring out why. As far as 
she was concerned, he was wonderful. He stood for real 
things: the sea, his parents, his boat. He was simple and 
direct and sure of himself, and if he didn’t bother his 
head with books and music and art and the theater, it 
was because he was concentrating on living in a natural 
way. 


The day of Mr. Scala’s beach party in August dawned 
clear and perfect. There was a gentle offshore breeze 
that made the sun bearable, except at midday, when it 
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was overhead. Julie put her overnight things into a bag, 
said good-by gaily to her parents and Jimmy, and went 
to Fran’s house for her visit. She had explicit directions 
from her father to start the long hike to the beach party 
no later than four-thirty, and to be sure to stick to the 
little map he had made for her. It was easy, he wamed, 
to get lost on the dunes, since they all looked alike and 
once you got off the path you could get confused in no 
time. 

Julie felt very festive and excited when she arrived 
at Fran’s house. The interior was so beautiful, with its 
mixture of exciting modern furniture and its few very 
fine antiques, that the idea of being there alone with 
Fran, except for the cook, who would give them their 
meals, seemed like a very glamorous treat. 

And indeed Julie did feel glamorous, sitting out on 
Fran’s terrace over the water, being served fresh lobster 
salad, and iced tea in a tall tinkling glass, and knowing 
she wouldn’t have to wash the dishes afterwards! The 
girls sat for a while looking at the busy harbor and ad- 
miring the graceful lines of the Nefran bobbing at its 
anchor. “That’s such a pretty boat,” Julie said. “I just love 
it.” 

“It’s Ned’s passion. I think he probably loves that boat 
better than anything else in the whole world.” 

After lunch they wandered down to the wharf, where 
they ran into Peter and Joe. Oddly enough, they were 
together for a change, but apparently the two boys had 
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met accidentally. The four of them were chatting to- 
gether when Mr. Hartman came along on his way to the 
fish market. Julie could see him give her a curious stare. 
When he came out, with a bundle of fish under his 
arm, the boys had left and he beckoned to Julie. 

Irritated, she excused herself from Fran and went 
over to her father. “What do you want? Can’t I even 
go for a walk with Fran without your hovering about!” 

“I'm not hovering about,” her father said indignantly. 
“You seem to get ruder every day, Julie. I wanted to 
tell you I hope you didn’t invite those Costa boys to 
Mr. Scala’s beach party.” 

“I thought you said no one had to be invited—that 
the whole town went.” 

“I doubt if that teen-age crowd would be very wel- 
come.” 

“I don’t know what you mean by that teen-age crowd. 
As a matter of fact, we asked them if they were going, 
and they said certainly not—it was a very drippy affair. 
Sounds like a corny, dull party to me.” 

“Why don’t you wait and decide for yourself?” her 
father said coolly. “And I believe you know very well 
what teen-age crowd I mean, the bunch Joe Costa hangs 
around with. I don’t like them, and I don’t want you to 
go around with them.” 

“Peter’s not in that crowd. You don’t mean Peter, 
do you?” Julie was getting furious, but there was a 
deep note of anxiety in her question. 
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“No, I guess Peter’s all right, if you don’t make too 
big a thing of it. But this is hardly the place to have a 
serious discussion.” Her father stepped aside to avoid 
a car driving up the middle of the wharf. 

“I didn’t start it—you did,” Julie said, and walked off 
to join Fran, who was waiting for her. 

She was so angry she felt as if she might burst into 
tears right then and there in the middle of the town, in 
front of Fran. She was angry with her father for being 
such a meddler, she was angry with Joe for dressing so 
outlandishly (he was wearing the sequin shirt again), 
and she felt let down by Peter, who hadn’t even offered 
to go with them to the beach party. She felt resentful of 
the world in general for mixing everything up like this 
on such a beautiful day! Why did things always have 
to get confusing and turn your stomach into a tense, 
hard knot? Why were you always being pulled in so 
many different directions? Wouldn’t life be much sim- 
pler if she had never met Peter? Simple but unbearably 
dull, Julie decided. 

“Let’s go home and go for a swim in the bay while 
the tide’s high,” Fran said tactfully, putting her arm 
through Julie’s. 


The sun was still high and blazing hot when the two 
girls started off across the dunes to the beach party. 
They were both wearing shorts, bright-colored espa- 
drilles on their feet, and bandannas on their heads to 
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protect them from the sun; they carried sweaters for the 
coolness that would come when the sun went down. 
They walked to the west end of town, the entrance to 
Provincetown, and struck out across the dunes. Way off 
in the distance they could see faint circles of smoke 
from the huge fire that had been prepared for the clam- 
bake early in the morning. 

As Julie looked over the span of treeless, scrub-cov- 
ered hummocks, she could see why her father had 
warned her about getting lost. Their path kept crossing 
with other paths; and with no trees to use as markers, 
they found it hard to follow. The map Mr. Hartman 
had given them wasn’t much help, and if it hadn’t been 
for the smoke and the other people going in the same 
direction, Julie doubted if they could have found their 
way. 

“I hope this isn’t going to be an awful bore for you,” 
Julie said to Fran uneasily, noticing that the people 
they were passing were mostly older married couples 
with very young children. There wasn’t a sign of anyone 
their age in sight. 

“Don’t worry,” Fran said good-naturedly. “I don’t 
mind the walk; it'll be fun.” 

“I bet my parents will ride out in a jeep. They won't 
walk,” Julie remarked. 

It was really a long hike, and the distance was de- 
ceiving. At the top of each dune the smoke seemed right 
over the next dip and rise, but somehow when you got 
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there it was just as far away as ever. “This is the most 
discouraging walk I’ve ever taken,” Julie complained 
bitterly. “We should have ridden. And walking in these 
espadrilles is awful. I wish I'd worn sneakers.” Her feet, 
in the rope-soled canvas shoes, were sliding all over. 
Both girls heaved a big sigh of relief when they finally 
arrived at the big campfire. 

There was no sign of her family and Julie saw, with 
rising anger, that there wasn’t one single person her 
age in view, either male or female. “I could scream at 
my father,” Julie muttered to Fran, “dragging us out to 
this thing! There’s not a soul around under forty or over 
ten! I feel awful getting you into this.” 

“My parents might have done exactly the same thing, 
so don’t worry. I don’t mind, really I don’t.” 

The two girls stayed by themselves, and almost an 
hour later when Mr. and Mrs. Hartman and Jimmy ar- 
rived, Julie just waved a cool hello to them and didn’t 
go over to greet them. Her mother and father joined a 
group of their friends, and Jimmy played with the other 
young children. 

“I wish we'd made Peter and Joe come out,” Julie said 
to Fran. “My father would have had a fit, but he couldn't 
have done anything about it. I don’t know why I lis- 
tened to him; we should have invited them! I hope the 
food’s good, at least.” 

Julie and Fran wandered about by themselves. The 
campfire was near the ocean, and they went down to 
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explore this lonely stretch of beach, which they had 
never before been on. The food turned out to be mar- 
velous: tender, juicy lobsters, dripping with butter; 
steamed clams and hot clam broth; big bowls of green 
salad; and huge baskets of Portuguese bread. And there 
were the inevitable hot dogs for the young fry, who 
might not like lobster. Julie and Fran stuffed themselves 
with food, and Julie decided that with Fran along the 
party wasn’t too awful, after all. Alone, she would have 
hated it! 

After supper, however, they didn’t want to hang 
around, and Julie went over to her mother to tell her 
that she and Fran were leaving. 

“I'm afraid you'll get lost going back by yourselves,” 
Mrs. Hartman said anxiously. “You'd better wait for 
some of the others to go, too.” 

“Mother, it’s going to be bright moonlight, and we 
can see the lights of the town. How can we possibly 
get lost? We'll just go back the same way we came.” 

“Please be careful,” Mrs. Hartman warned. “Stick 
right to the path. What are you going to do when you 
get back to town?” 

“Nothing much. We'll probably just stay at Fran’s 
house. Good night, I'll see you tomorrow. Say good night 
to Daddy and Jimmy for me.” Before her mother could 
say anything more, Julie turned back to Fran and off 
they went. 

It was a very bright evening, and the girls had no 
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trouble finding the path. They were walking alone, 
deeply engrossed in their conversation, when Fran sud- 
denly looked up and said, “That’s funny!” 

“What's funny?” Julie asked. 

“The town lights were over there”—she pointed in one 
direction—“and now they're way over this way.” 

“But we've been walking right on the path,” Julie 
argued. 

“Tm afraid, Julie, there’s more than one path.” 

“Well, let’s just walk in that direction,” Julie said 
lightly, pointing to the way that would lead them to- 
ward the town. 

“Easier said than done,” Fran commented, turning 
in the right direction. She stumbled on the rough 
ground, for there was no longer a path to follow. 

“Why don’t we keep on this path a while longer? 
Maybe it will swing around,” Julie suggested, not liking 
the idea of striking out across what seemed like endless 
rough miles without a path. 

“That’s a good idea,” Fran agreed. 

They walked on, but it soon became obvious that they 
were not headed in the right direction. 

“I don’t know where we could have gone wrong,” 
Julie muttered. “We seemed to be going exactly the 
way we came.” 

“I suppose we could always go back to the campfire,” 
Fran suggested. But the two girls discovered there was 
no sign of any smoke or any indication at all of the large 
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group of people they had recently left. They stared at 
each other apprehensively. “I suppose,” Julie sighed, 
“they're letting the fires die down, and it’s too dark now 
to see anything else.” 

There were miles of endless rolling dunes all about 
them, with no sign of human life anywhere to break 
the desolation. Julie shivered and buttoned up her 
sweater. “I suppose,” she said slowly, “we could always 
curl up and go to sleep here. I don’t imagine there are 
any animals around, do you?” 

“How should I know! Snakes maybe—that’s about all 
I can think of,” Fran said soberly. 

“Great! One snake would be enough, thank you. But 
we can always head for those town lights, can’t we?” 
Julie asked anxiously. 

“I guess so. Come on, let’s go.” 

They struck out across the low brush, and it was slow 
and difficult going. “Darn these espadrilles,” Fran 
wailed. “They're the worst things for walking I've ever 
known.” 

“They were invented for sitting in a cabana,” Julie 
commented, “Spectator sports, third floor.” 

“I wish I were a spectator right now,” Fran said. 

“Why, there’s nothing like taking a fifty-mile hike in 
the moonlight. Good for your figure and your soul.” 
Both girls were trying hard to keep from becoming 
panic-stricken, but Julie couldn’t help remembering 
her parents’ warnings. Then the far from comforting 
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thought occurred to her that it would be no easier for 
anyone to find them on all these miles of dunes in the 
daylight tomorrow than it would be tonight! It would 
be bad enough if they had to stay out here all night, but 
tomorrow would be worse. They would absolutely roast 
in the broiling sun, and die of thirst besides. 

They trudged on, stumbling more and more fre- 
quently as they became more tired and frightened. 
“Let’s sit down and rest a while,” Fran finally suggested. 
“Tm beat.” 

“Tm afraid if I sit down I'll never get up again,” Julie 
moaned, but she joined Fran on the damp ground. 

“Those lights look just as far away now as they did 
an hour ago,” Fran commented. 

“That’s just what I was thinking,” Julie agreed. “Well, 
I can see the headlines tomorrow—two young girls per- 
ish on sand dunes. I wonder what Peter will think.” Julie 
kept her voice light. 

“Thank goodness I changed my clothes this morn- 
ing,” Fran said, giggling nervously. “It would be awful 
to be caught dead in dirty things!” 

“All our brave humor going to waste,” Julie groaned. 
“Posterity doesn’t know what it’s losing.” 

“My posterior’s getting pretty damp,” Fran said, get- 
ting up. “Let's get going.” 

They pulled themselves up and started walking again. 
They were silent for a while until Fran said, “What are 


you thinking of?” 
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Julie hesitated before answering. “I was just thinking, 
if this is really my last night on earth, I'm not thinking 
about what most of the books say you do think about. 
Tm not thinking about all the events of my life from 
the day I was born! I’m thinking of how divine my 
room at home looks, and how comfortable my bed is, 
and of the clothes hanging in my closet. I guess I'm 
pretty materialistic. I keep thinking of things.” 

“And Peter? Aren’t you thinking about Peter?” Fran 
asked. 

“Sure, all the time, even when I’m thinking about 
other things. Say”’—Julie grabbed hold of Fran’s arm— 
“I think we're getting someplace. Isn’t that a path over 
there? I bet that’s the one we should be on!” 

“It is a path. Let’s see where it goes to!” Hurriedly 
the two girls ran to the path and followed it for a way, 
running and stumbling as they went. 

“IT think it’s the right one!” Julie exclaimed after a 
few minutes. 

“I guess God looks after fools like us,” Fran said grate- 
fully. 

They still had a long, long walk ahead of them, and 
by the time they reached the edge of the dunes, and 
had their feet firmly planted on the sidewalk leading 
into town, they were two bedraggled and exhausted 
girls. , 
“T don’t think I’ve ever seen a more beautiful sight in 
my life!” Julie exclaimed, as they finally came to Fran’s 
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house. The two of them ran inside, laughing almost 
hysterically, and they flew up the stairs to Fran’s room 
and stretched out on the twin beds. In a minute they 
had both kicked off their espadrilles and Julie was hug- 


ging the pillow in her relief. 
“This is the most beautiful house, the most beautiful 
bed, the most beautiful moment. . . . You know what? 


I don’t care if I never see another sand dune as long as 
I live.” 

“To tell the truth, I intend to avoid them forever after. 
As a matter of fact, I may never go for another walk 
again. I think I'll just ride from now on.” 

“We could have those sedan chairs they use in the 
Orient, with beautiful little flunkeys to carry us. That 
must be horrible, don’t you think?” 

“Awful,” Fran agreed. “Say, I'm starved. Let’s go 
down to the kitchen and get something to eat. Cook’s 
asleep, I think.” 

They carefully examined everything in the refrigera- 
tor, and finally decided on heaping bowls of cold cereal, 
strawberries, and cream. They were sitting in the 
kitchen, gazing out at the water, when Fran said, “I 
feel great now, don’t you?” 

“Never felt better. It must be the relief of being here.” 

“It’s like getting a second chance at living. Saved from 
the electric chairl°I think Tl remember this night for- 
ever.” 
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“Til never forget it,” Julie sighed. 

After the girls had finished eating, they stepped out- 
side on the beach. “It all looks so peaceful, the harbor 
and the stars, you'd never know that just a short time 
ago two helpless girls were having a desperate struggle 
on the dunes,” Julie commented. 

“I suppose if we knew our astronomy we'd never get 
lost.” Fran was scanning the sky speculatively. “Ned 
knows about the stars. He says you shouldn’t navigate 
a boat if you don’t. When we got the Nefran he tried 
to teach me, but I’m too dumb for that kind of thing. 
He says I'll never really be a sailor if I don’t learn, but 
I guess I can go through life happily without being a 
real sailor. 'm pleased that I can run the Nefran at all, 
frankly.” 

Fran was looking out over the water, when suddenly 
she grabbed Julie’s arm. “Julie, look out there!” she cried 
in consternation. 

“What? What’s the matter?” Julie asked, startled out 
of her own daydreaming. 

“The Nefran! Good heavens, it isn’t there!” 

“Don’t be silly,” Julie said. “Of course it’s there. Don’t 
you remember, we talked about it this afternoon at 
lunch. It must be there, where else would it be?” She 
tried to look in the direction of Fran’s eyes, out across 
the moonlit water. 

“Do you see that little sailfish, the white one? The 
Nefran was right next to it. I can see the buoy bobbing 


JULIE BUILDS HER CASTLE 121 


around, but the Nefran is gone! Oh, Julie, what'll we 
do?” 

Julie could see that she was right. The Nefran was 
nowhere in sight; it had disappeared completely. “Do 
you think your father and Ned could have come back?” 
Julie asked hopefully. 

Fran shook her head. “Of course not. They're in Bos- 
ton. Daddy has business appointments tomorrow, and 
Ned has things to do, too. He has an appointment at 
the doctor’s. . . . But where could the boat be?” 

“Maybe it got lost on the sand dunes,” Julie ventured. 

“Julie, ’'m frightened. If anything happened to that 
boat, Ned will never get over it. Someone must have 
stolen it.” She said the words in a nervous, shocked 
voice. 

“Do you really think so?” Julie felt odd shivers up 
and down her spine. “How can anyone steal a boat?” 

“Easy. The same way people steal cars. Oh, Julie, 
why did this have to happen while my father’s away! 
I don’t know what to do!” 

“Tm sorry, Fran. It’s awful. Do you think we ought 
to call the police?” 

“I don’t know. I hate to do anything like that without 
my father or Ned. . . .” 

“Let’s make sure it’s really gone. Couldn’t we look 
around?” Julie scrambled out on some rocks, suddenly 
feeling totally exhausted. 

“There's no place to look now. Let’s not do anything 
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until tomorrow morning. I can’t even think straight, 
Tm so tired. I could call my father, I suppose, but I'd 
rather wait until the morning. Maybe whoever took it 
will bring it back!” 

“That's an idea! Maybe someone just borrowed it to 
go for a ride and will bring it back,” Julie said eagerly. 
“Let’s go inside where they can’t see us.” 

Once inside and up in their room, Fran burst into 
tears. “What a night this has been. . . . I’m so tired I 
can’t do anything. . . . I wish we didn’t have a Chris- 
Craft... .” 

“You'll feel better in the morning.” Julie washed 
Fran’s face with a cool washcloth and wished she could 
think of something to comfort her, but she was so tired 
herself! 

It had been quite a night, Julie reflected when finally 
each was in her own bed. She watched a shaft of moon- 
light make a path across the floor. . . . I wonder who 
could have taken the boat, Julie thought drowsily. . . . 
What a bean-brained thing to do, and what a night! 
She fell into a deep sleep, blowing Peter a mental good- 
night kiss. 


Chapter 9 


THE NEXT morning, when the girls woke up, the first 
thing they did was to run to the window to see if the 
Nefran was there. They searched the water in all direc- 
tions with their eyes, but there wasn’t a sign of the slim, 
graceful boat anywhere. 

“Maybe your father took it someplace to be fixed or 
something before he left,” Julie said hopefully. 

“But we saw it yesterday at lunch, long after he had 
left, don’t you remember? I told you how much Ned 
loves that boat. . . . I guess I'd better call up my father 
at his hotel. What time is it?” 

“About eight-thirty,” Julie told her. 

“I'd better get him now before he leaves. I don’t 
know what else to do. I'd be afraid to wait until they 
get back.” - 

“Yes, you'd better phone him,” Julie advised her. 

The two girls kept looking at each other nervously 
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as Fran got the operator and asked for the Boston num- 
ber. Luckily Fran caught her father just as he was about 
to leave his room, and explained to him what had hap- 
pened, 

Julie, of course, could hear only Fran’s end of the 
conversation, which mainly consisted of nodding her 
head and saying yes... yes. . . yes. 

“What did he say?” she aakod, tien, Fah finally 
hung up. “What does he want us to do?” 

“He said he'll take care of it. Hell phone the police 
here, and maybe the Coast Guard.” Her face showed 
that she was upset. 

“Was he mad?” Julie asked anxiously. 

“I think he’s pretty angry that Ned didn’t leave every- 
thing locked up, the way he’s supposed to. Oh, I wish 
this hadn’t happened!” 

“Anyone can forget something! It wasn’t Ned’s fault. 
Your father will get over it, I'm sure.” 

“You don’t know him. This is the kind of thing that 
will just ruin the summer for all of us. I remember once 
when we were younger Ned left his bike in the driveway 
by mistake and Daddy ran into it with his car. You'd 
think Ned had committed murder, my father was so 
mad. And he didn’t get over it for ages] He wouldn't 
get Ned another bike, and it took Ned’s allowance for 
months to pay for the damage to Daddy’s fender. He'll 
never have enough money to buy a Chris-Craft; they're 
terribly expensive, you know.” 
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“Yes, I know.” Julie nodded her head sadly. “I wish 
there was something we could do!” 

“Well, there isn’t. We may as well get dressed and 
have breakfast.” 

The girls’ eyes kept straying out toward the windows 
facing the water, and Julie knew they were both hoping 
the same thing: that some miracle would suddenly 
bring back the Chris-Craft, and they would see it bob- 
bing gaily again at its mooring, just as if it had never 
been gone at all. 


The girls were eating their breakfast on the back ter- 
race when the cook came to say there was someone out 
front to see Julie. Julie got up in surprise, and was 
astonished to find Peter, of all people, waiting for her at 
the front door. He looked quite upset, and Julie was 
afraid that something terrible had happened. 

“I'm sorry to come barging in this way,” Peter said 
hurriedly, “but I stopped at your house and your folks 
said you were over here.” He stopped, embarrassed, 
obviously trying to calm down and speak naturally. 

“What's the matter?” Julie asked. 

“I was just wondering if you'd seen Joe this morning. 
I know you sometimes go down to the beach early. . . 
and I was wondering if you happened to see him.” Peter 
was trying so hard to sound relaxed and natural that 
Julie’s heart went out to him in sympathy. 

“I haven't been out of the house today. We've been 
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having kind of a hectic time here. Do you need Joe for 
something special?” 

“Tm sorry if you've been having a rough time.” Peter 
spoke politely, his mind clearly still on his own troubles. 
“I just wanted to get hold of Joe. Sorry to have bothered 
you. There’s nothing the matter, is there?” 

“Only that the Dowlings’ boat has been stolen—their 
beautiful Chris-Craft—and Mr. Dowling’s having a fit. 
He’s mad at Ned—” Julie stopped abruptly, Peter’s face 
had become so white and tense. 

“When was it first missed?” he asked sharply. 

“Last night. Fran and I noticed that it was gone, 
when we came home from that Scala beach party. Her 
father and Ned are in Boston, and so... .” 

“You mean everyone was away last night?” 

“Everyone but the cook, and she goes to bed early. 
You sound like a detective. What’s going on?” 

“Nothing. I was just thinking... .” 

“What is it, Peter? You don’t know anything about 
the boat, do you?” 

Peter shook his head, but his face was deeply trou- 
bled. “Not really. I just have a funny idea buzzing 
around in my head.” 

“Don’t you want to tell me?” Julie’s eyes were plead- 
ing. 

“It’s really nothing. Honest. But Joe’s been gone all 
night. He just never came home at all.” Peter spoke in a 
flat voice, but his eyes were angry and frightened. 
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“Oh, Peter, you don't think... .” She couldn't 
say it. Julie simply could not say, “Do you think your 
brother stole my friend’s boat?” The whole idea was 
too awful, too repugnant! 

“I don’t know what to think.” Peter stared at her mis- 
erably. “But Julie’—he took hold of her arm—“don’t say 
a word of this to anyone, not even to Fran. Promise 
me.” 

“Of course I won't. But what are you going to do? Do 
you know where to look for Joe? Any place he might 
be?” 

“Stealing a boat’s a serious thing around here,” Peter 
said. “I just don’t know what to do!” 

“It’s a serious thing anywhere,” Julie said gently. “But 
Joe probably didn’t do it. He wouldn’t be that foolish.” 

“That brother of mine can do some pretty dumb 
things, I wouldn’t put it past him.” 

“Peter, what are you going to do? Fran will be won- 
dering what’s happened to me. We were in the middle 
of breakfast.” 

“You'd better go back to her, before she comes out 
looking for you.” 

“But what are you going to do? I’ve got to know.” 

“I think Ill go out in my boat. If he did take the 
Dowlings’ boat, I know some places where he might 
be.” , 

“I want to come with you. May I? Mr. Dowling called 
the police, and perhaps they have the Coast Guard out 
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looking—I don’t know. If we could find him first... 
that is, if he does have the boat... .” 

“But what'll you tell Fran?” Peter asked. 

“Td like to tell Fran the truth, if you'll let me. We 
can trust her, and if she thought there was any chance 
of our finding the boat and bringing it back, she’d feel 
a lot better. If you can trust me, you can trust Fran, 
honestly. Besides, she likes Joe; she really does. She 
wouldn’t want to get him into trouble.” 

Julie held Peter’s eyes with her own, and she was 
relieved to see the tension go out of them, even for a 
few fleeting seconds, “O.K.,” he replied. “Whatever you 
say. I'll go get my boat ready, and I'll meet you at the 
wharf in fifteen minutes. O.K.?” 

“O.K.,” Julie said, and he was gone. 

Julie stared after the tall figure racing down the 
street, before she turned slowly back to the house. 

“What’s happened?” Fran’s eyes were big with curi- 
osity. “Cook said it was a young man. I was dying to 
come out, but I thought maybe it was Peter, and... .” 

“It was Peter,” Julie said, sitting down and pushing 
away her plate of uneaten eggs. “Fran, swear you won't 
tell a soul what I’m going to tell you, absolutely no one 
at all, under any circumstances?” Julie looked at her 
friend solemnly. 

“Good heavens, you sound ominous. What is it? I 
promise. You know I can keep a secret. You can trust 
me, Julie.” 
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“I know I can. It was Peter, and he’s looking for Joe. 
Joe disappeared last night and hasn’t come home at all. 
Peter is worried sick.” 

“Oh, I am sorry. That’s awful, but why the big secret? 
What’s so mysterious?” 

“Tll tell you. Come upstairs while I comb my hair and 
grab a sweater. I have to meet Peter in a few minutes.” 
She ran up the steps, with Fran following eagerly. Up 
in the bedroom, Julie spoke in a low voice. “The secret 
is this: when I told Peter your boat was stolen, he be- 
gan to put two and two together.” 

“What do you mean?” Fran asked, wide-eyed. 

“He thinks that maybe Joe took your boat.” Julie 
made this announcement with her eyes anxiously on 
Fran’s face, and she stretched her arms out to Fran 
when she noticed the hurt and amazed look on her face. 

“That’s unfair!” Fran cried. “He has no proof at all. 
Joe might be anywhere. . . . I don’t blame him for leay- 
ing home, the way they all hate him! I would too. This 
is some crazy idea Peter made up. Peter hates Joe; I 
know he does!” 

Julie was taken aback by Fran’s vehemence. She had 
suspected that Fran would stand up for Joe, but she had 
never realized how strongly Fran felt. “Of course he has 
no proof,” Julie said. “That’s why he didn’t even want 
me to tell you what he was thinking. I think he has 
some idea of where Joe might be, and if we can find 
him and he does have the boat, we could try to get it 
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back before your father comes home. When is he com- 
ing, by the way?” 

“They’re supposed to be back tonight for supper. He’s 
going to phone me. Where are you going?” 

“Peter and I are going out in his boat to look. Do you 
want to come?” Julie asked the question impulsively. 
She suddenly realized how painful it would be for Fran 
to be left alone now, with nothing to do except to hang 
around waiting for news. 

But Fran shook her head regretfully. “I can’t. I have 
to wait for my father to call. He said he’d call me back 
in a couple of hours to see if ’'d heard anything—and 
I guess if the police find anything, they'll call here. I 
wish I could come with you. It'll be awful hanging 
around. But I don’t think Joe took the boat. Why would 
he do a thing like that? They'd be bound to find him 
sooner or later—he couldn’t possibly get away with it— 
and Joe is no dope.” 

“Agreed. But people do do screwy things, and I guess 
they always think they'll be the one to get away with 
it. That boat could really go out to sea, couldn’t it?” 
Julie asked uneasily. 

“I suppose it could go pretty far along the coast. He'd 
have to stop for fuel, though; it doesn’t hold that much 
gasoline.” 

“Well, I suppose Joe will just innocently saunter 
home while Peter and I are out scouring around looking 
for him. I’ve got to run now to meet Peter.” 
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“You'd better take some food with you. You may be 
gone for hours.” Practical Fran ran into the kitchen 
and threw some fruit, cookies, a package of cheese, and 
some sliced bread into a bag and gave it to Julie. “Take 
care, and have a good time.” 

“We're not going out for fun this trip,” Julie said ap- 
prehensively. “And take it easy, Fran. I wish you could 
come with us!” 

“I wish so too, but I can’t. Good-by.” 

Julie was on her way, when she suddenly remem- 
bered her family, and raced back to ask Fran to tell her 
folks she had gone out fishing with Peter, if they came 
there to find out when she was coming home. “It’s not 
a real lie,” Julie added. “We'll be fishing for Joe, that’s 
all.” 

Peter was waiting in his own small boat at the wharf, 
with the motor running, and Julie jumped in. They 
headed out of Provincetown Bay toward Wellfleet 
harbor. 

It was the kind of hazy day on the water that Julie 
had become even more fond of than the brilliant sunny 
ones. After a steady diet of bright sun the soft clouds 
were a welcome relief, and with the sun dulled behind 
them, the landscape took on a glow that made it resem- 
ble one of her father’s paintings. It was a wonderful 
day to be on the water with Peter! 

When Peter spoke, he echoed Julie’s own thoughts. 
“Tve been wanting to take you out in my boat all sum- 
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mer, and now we have to go out on a trip like this!” His 
eyes were dark and stormy, and Julie felt a shiver go 
through her. What was going to happen between these 
two brothers if she and Peter did find Joe with the 
missing boat! 

“I know,” Julie murmured sympathetically. “But the 
summer isn’t over yet.” 

Yet it was the beginning of August, and Julie felt 
as if the days ahead were numbered. There was so much 
to do and so little time to do it in. She didn’t want to 
think yet of leaving home, and Provincetown, and going 
to college. . . . If only the lazy summer days could 
go on forever! 

“Where do you plan to go?” she asked Peter. 

“Up the Cape. There are some inlets between Truro 
and Wellfleet that Joe likes; that is, if he hasn’t taken 
off altogether!” 

“If he has the boat,” Julie added. “What makes you 
so sure Joe took it?” 

“I'm not sure. I just have a hunch, that’s all.” 

It wasn’t easy to talk, with the boat going at full 
speed and the outboard motor turned on full blast. The 
bay was choppy, and although the wind was with them, 
Peter had to pay careful attention to what he was doing. 

They went across the bay more or less in silence, the 
chug-chug of the motor taking on a rhythm of its own. 
Above North Truro Peter headed in toward shore, and 
then came the harrowing business of taking the boat 
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in and out of the many tiny inlets, some of them almost 
invisible from the outside bay. 

“What would he be doing in one of these places?” 
Julie asked. “If he really did take the boat, he’d be far, 
far away by now, wouldn’t he?” 

“Depends. He might have run out of gas, or gotten 
cold feet and holed up for the night. You never know 
with Joe; he does crazy things. I just have a feeling I'd 
like to look around here.” 

“Well, you know your brother, of course.” 

Peter looked at Julie and laughed—not a happy laugh, 
but a short, sarcastic one, “Are you kidding? Nobody 
knows Joe, and least of all me. Not that I care, of 
course.” 

Youre the one who's doing the kidding—you're kid- 
ding yourself, Julie thought. If you don’t care about 
him, the way you say, then why are you bothering to 
look for him? But she kept her thoughts to herself; she 
didn’t want to make Peter feel any more disturbed than 
he already was. 

They searched the shore line so thoroughly that Julie 
grew more and more tired of the unrewarding job. Each 
time the boat rounded a curve, she prayed to herself 
that they would see the Nefran tied up close to shore, 
and their search would be over. “You can’t hide a thing 
like a boat,” Julie declared. “Wouldn’t it be stupid of 
him to have it bobbing around here?” 

“Not necessarily. Who would pay any attention to 
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it? He'd figure he’d be safe here for a while—the Coast 
Guard’s not likely to look here first. Joe and I know the 
way they work. They'd alert the big ports and keep 
their eyes open before they'd do a detailed search like 
this. If you're getting bored, I'll drop you off and you 
can hitch a ride home,” Peter suggested. 

“Certainly not,” Julie said indignantly. “I'm not bored 
—just hungry. Bless Fran—let’s have some of her food.” 

Julie helped herself to some cookies and a piece of 
fruit, and made a cheese sandwich for Peter. “Now I 
feel better, don’t you?” she asked. 

“I always feel good when I’m with you.” Peter said 
it so naturally that Julie felt a marvelous warmth go 
through her as her eyes met Peter’s and they both 
smiled. 

“We're going to have to go in and get some gas.” 
Peter took the boat in to the Truro wharf and had the 
gas tank filled up. When that was done he said soberly, 
“Well, we're good for the rest of the afternoon now, I 
guess,” 

“What'll you do if you don’t find him? Have your 
folks notified the police that he’s missing?” 

Peter shook his head. “No. Mom didn’t want to do 
that.” Peter didn’t explain further, but Julie realized 
that his family must be not only worried, but ashamed: 
because Joe had left home this way without any ex- 
planation. She could well understand that it would be 
a terrible sorrow and even a disgrace to his parents in 
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the tight, clannish community in which they lived. Fam- 
ily pride ran very strong among the Portuguese fisher- 
men, and in their eyes many of the free ways of the 
American young people, and their lack of respect for 
their parents, were a real disgrace. 

It was midafternoon now, and Peter and Julie were 
silent and weary. They were both discouraged and ap- 
prehensive. The sky was darkening and Julie, at least, 
was convinced they were on a wild-goose chase. 

“I suppose we may as well go home,” Peter said in 
a tired voice. 

“Whatever you say. . . . No, let’s go a little farther. 
But of course, for all we know, Joe may be safe and 
sound at home by now.” 

Peter didn’t answer. They were headed into a small 
inlet with a hidden stream, protected by high marsh- 
lands, emptying into it. In the foggy darkness they 
could barely see more than a few yards upstream, but 
they both became tense as they saw the shadowy tip 
of a boat bobbing around the curve. 

“What a fool! Why would he bring the Nefran in 
here? I wonder if it could be him. . . . I think Til cut 
the motor, just in case.” Peter turned off the outboard 
and adjusted the oars. “We'll have to go carefully.” 

He rowed almost to the bend in the stream and then 
pulled in the gars. “Do you want to wait here?” he 
asked Julie in a low voice. There was something about 
the atmosphere of the place, with its shadows, its high 
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grass, and low overhanging bushes and trees, that was 
eerie and ominous—almost like a jungle. Peter threw out 
the rope and tied it around a tree. “I think Ill walk 
down and investigate... . I'll feel happier with my 
hands free.” 

“I'm coming with you!” Julie jumped up. “I don’t 
want to stay here alone!” 

The water was cold on their bare feet and legs, as 
they scrambled up the slippery bank to the shore. Peter 
had to grab hold of Julie to keep her from sliding back 
into the water or onto the rocks. Once they got up to 
where the ground was fairly level, it was easier, but it 
was slow going in the tall marsh grass. Slowly, quietly, 
they edged their way along, parallel with the stream, 
until finally they came upon the boat around the curve. 
It looked like a phantom ship bobbing in the fog. 
“That's the Nefran, sure as life!” Peter exclaimed. 

Julie pulled at his arm to make him stop. “Maybe it 
isn’t Joe,” she whispered. “We've just been assuming it 
was. We don’t know who might be there with that 
boat,” she said nervously, her heart suddenly hammer- 
ing with fright. 

Peter looked worried. “That's true. But I’ve come this 
far—and that’s the Nefran; I'm sure of it—and I'm not 
going to walk away from it now. You'd better go back 
to my boat. Ill go on alone.” 

“Nothing doing,” Julie said solemnly. “We'll die to- 
gether.” Peter took her hand in his, and they walked on. 
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“No wonder the boat’s stuck in here,” Peter cried ex- 
citedly. “Look, it’s smashed!” 

They were alongside the boat now and, sure enough, 
it was the Nefran and there was a big, nasty gash on 
the underside of the hull. “He must have hit a rock! 
I'm glad I didn’t bring my boat down here. Joe, the 
great sailor boy!” Peter’s voice was derisive. 

“Oh, Ned’ll have a fit,” Julie moaned. 

“I wonder if there’s anyone around.” They both stood 
quietly and listened, and Julie thought she heard some- 
thing or someone moving in the tall marsh grass. “I 
think I hear someone,” she whispered. 

Suddenly Peter broke the stillness. “Joe! Joe! Are you 
there? Come out, come out! Joe! Joe!” 

They could hear the stalks breaking, and suddenly a 
tall figure emerged from the fog. Julie clung close. to 
Peter’s side. Without a word, Joe came striding across 
the marsh toward them—an angry, defiant Joe. As he 
came closer, they could see he was badly in need of a 
shave, his hair was tousled, and his face was streaked 
with dirt. Joe was on the offensive, his brows knitted in 
anger. 

Julie took hold of Peter’s hand and held it fast. What 
if he has a knife, she thought wildly. But feeling Peter’s 
strength beside her, she controlled her trembling. 


Chapter 10 


“WHAT DO you want?” Joe’s voice was harsh. 

“What do you think we want?” Peter demanded sar- 
castically. “A cup of tea?” 

“Don't give me any of your wisecracks, sonny. And 
you needn’t come snooping around here. If you want 
to take the Nefran back with you, go ahead. It’s all 
yours.” Joe’s laugh made a nasty sound in the stillness. 
He had stopped advancing and was standing above 
them on a little hummock, looking as if he were about 
twelve feet tall. Peter and Julie, who had hardly moved 
since he first spoke, were facing him, still holding hands. 

“Thanks a lot. You sure did a great job with her. 
You're such a nitwit you don’t even know how to run 
a boat any more without smashing her up.” Peter glared 
at his brother defiantly. 

“I think you're looking for trouble. If that’s what you 
came for, that’s what you're going to get.” The older 
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boy spoke deliberately. “Why don’t you come up here 
and fight if that’s the way you feel about it?” 

“That’s O.K. with me.” 

Julie held a restraining hand on his arm. “Peter, don’t 
let him bait you! How do you know he hasn’t got a knife 
on him? Please don’t fight. . . . Please!” 

“Yeah, how do you know I won't cut you up into 
little pieces,” Joe said sneeringly. “Please don’t fight, 
sonny boy, please don’t. . . .” He was mocking Julie’s 
pleading voice. 

“My brother doesn’t fight with a knife,” Peter said 
quite calmly. “And there’s nothing I'd like better than 
to beat him up. Here I come, boyl” 

He tore across the marsh, and in a minute the two 
boys were grappling with each other and rolling in the 
tall grass. They both went at it in a deliberate yet tense 
way, making the physical contact in itself a thing of 
supreme importance. 

Julie stood by, terrified. What if Peter got hurt! They 
were so far from anywhere, and Joe was bigger than 
he. . . . The sounds coming from the two boys were 
anything but comforting; they sounded like two ani- 
mals in the jungle, out to killl 

Suddenly she saw Peter’s face, streaked with blood. 
Julie stumbled through the grass, grabbing hold of it to 
keep herself from falling, and shouted, “Peter, stop! 
Please stop, right this minute!” 

But they paid no attention, and went on punching 
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each other and rolling together. The minute one got 
up, the other had him down again in a second. Then 
they were both up, locked in a tight clinch, and sud- 
denly they pulled apart and stood facing each other, 
panting breathlessly, staring at each other strangely. 
Julie couldn’t tell what was happening between them; 
they were having some private, silent communication 
she couldn’t fathom. 

“Are you coming home?” Peter asked. 

“What's in it for me?” Joe stood with his legs apart, 
his hands still pulled up ready to punch; yet there was 
an almost imperceptible change in his attitude. Julie 
felt it the instant the two boys drew apart and stopped 
fighting. It was as if the fight had been a deliberate 
discussion between the two; now they had resolved a 
major question and could go on to discuss the details. 

Julie had a feeling that at this moment they were 
facing each other more as equals than ever before. 

“There’s nothing in it for you, except whatever you 
care about your folks. This could kill Mom.” Peter spoke 
calmly, but his eyes never left his brother’s face. 

“Don’t pull that stuff on me. She'll get over it, be 
glad to be rid of me. I’m just a pain in the neck around 
home anyway.” 

“Maybe you are,” said Peter, “but for some reason or 
other your mother seems to be stuck on you—goodness 
knows why—and I guess Pop is too.” 

“If theyre so stuck on me why don't they let me 
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alone? Why don’t they Jet me do what I want, instead 
of nagging me all the time to be a fisherman?” Joe’s 
face was defiant; yet he, too, was looking at his brother 
intently, as if by some miracle he could find in his eyes 
the answers he was looking for. 

Julie trembled with excitement, as if she were wit- 
nessing a dramatic act in a play. 

“Maybe you've been going about it the wrong way,” 
Peter said grudgingly. “Maybe if you didn’t go around 
like a dumb jerk, they’d listen to you. What did you 
have to take this boat for? Where'd you figure you'd 
get with it, anyway?” 

“I was just taking it out for a ride. I wasn’t going to 
keep it. I was just going for a little spin and then bring 
it right back. I didn’t expect to hit a rock.” 

“So that’s how you figured it,” Peter murmured. Joe’s 
voice had sounded frightened and forlorn. Julie felt a 
wave of pity for him. 

The two boys stared at each other, and suddenly Julie 
realized what had been started in the fight, and what 
was now taking place right in front of her eyes: the 
roles of the boys had become reversed. Instead of Joe’s 
acting the older brother, with all the superiority and 
swagger that went with the role, he was now actually 
turning to Peter for help. For once, whether he admitted 
it or not, he was dependent on Peter to help him out of a 
jam, and Peter, perhaps for the first time, was feeling 
sorry for Joe. You can’t hate someone, thought Julie, 
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who's licked and in a mess—and certainly not if he’s 
your brother whom, with all his faults, you have se- 
cretly envied and even admired. 

“Did you know the police and the Coast Guard are 
out looking for this boat? How long do you think you 
actually could have lasted out here?” Peter demanded. 

Joe shrugged his shoulders. “I didn’t figure hanging 
around here much longer. ’'ve been making my plans. 
Ive got friends I can contact. They'd lend me some 
money, and I'd take off. Someplace far away, San Fran- 
cisco maybe! Let them find the boat—Id be far away by 
that time. I suppose now you'll snitch on me.” He met 
Peter’s gaze uncertainly. 

“I think you'd better come home with us,” Peter said 
quietly. 

For the first time the two boys looked at Julie. She 
could feel her face flush with embarrassment. They 
must have forgotten she was even there! 

“Yeah, and have them stick me in jail. Thanks a lot. 
You'd like that, wouldn’t you?” Joe looked from one to 
the other of them. 

“Oh no, Joe,” Julie cried. “Maybe if you went home 
and explained that you just borrowed the boat, they 
wouldn't do anything.” 

“Fat chance. Especially when it’s smashed up!” 

“Listen,” Peter said. “I’m not going to tell anyone we 
found you, and I’m sure Julie isn’t either. But you know 
the cops aren’t that dumb. When they know you've dis- 
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appeared, they're going to put two and two together. 
Theyll catch up with you no matter where you go. 
You'd better come home, aside from anything else, if 
you care two bits about your folks. Mom and Pop—” 

“They'll be real tickled to see me now. Sure—first a 
thief and then a jailbird.” 

“Stop feeling so darn sorry for yourself,” Peter said 
impatiently. Then his voice grew kinder. “Maybe Julie’s 
right. Maybe if you make a clean breast of it and ex- 
plain... .” 

“Oh sure, sure. Cool as a mule! And maybe there is 
a Santa Claus. Who are you kidding?” 

“You're the one who's kidding yourself,” Peter said 
angrily. “You go around acting so big and brave, and 
the first time you get into real trouble all you can think 
of is running away. Go ahead—see if I care. Come on, 
Julie, let’s get out of here. We're just wasting our time 
talking to a jerk who hasn’t got the brains he was born 
with!” 

Peter stormed down the bank and, with his sneakers 
off, splashed his feet carelessly in the water as he waited 
for Julie to follow him. She looked hopelessly at Joe. 
“Come on, Joe,” she pleaded. “You have nothing to lose 
by coming home now, and everything to gain. And if 
you decide you do want to leave home, you can plan it 
better from there than from here.” 

“Not from jail I can’t,” Joe said sulkily. 
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“They can’t put you in jail without a trial. It all takes 
time, and anything could happen.” 

Julie scrambled down the bank to join Peter. “Let’s 
walk back in the water,” she suggested, and in a minute 
she had her sneakers off too. Neither one of them dared 
to look back to see if Joe was coming. But Julie thought 
she heard a small splash; maybe it was Joe’s feet hitting 
the water. | 

When they finally reached the boat, Joe was walking 
slowly toward them. 

He didn’t say anything until they both were in the 
boat and he was alongside them. “Got anything to eat?” 
he asked. Julie managed to keep a straight face, but she 
felt all warm and funny inside; and with delight she of- 
fered him the rest of the food Fran had fixed for them. 
Good old Fran, she thought; and then her eyes clouded 
over, wondering how Fran would feel about Joe’s taking 
Ned’s beloved Nefran and smashing it up! 

After Joe gulped down the food, he and Peter silently 
untied the mooring and got the boat started. Julie felt 
that the three of them were truly setting out into an 
unknown sea. Anything, really anything, could be 
awaiting them when they finally reached the familiar 
town wharf. That is, if they did reach it, she thought, 
looking at the ominously darkened sky and remember- 
ing the sudden vicious squall that had come up during 
the blessing of the fleet. And that time they had been 
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in a big protected boat with Captain Costa on board— 
not three kids alone in a tiny open boat. 


The sky was darkening rapidly, and when Julie saw 
a jagged streak of lightning flash across the grayness, 
she felt that a storm was inevitable—as if the elements 
themselves were reflecting the tensions that had been 
mounting up all day among the three of them. Joe and 
Peter looked so much alike, their trousers rolled up, 
their faces tense and preoccupied, their hair rumpled 
and their cheeks streaked with blood and dirt—and both 
with the graceful strength of young men who learned 
to swim before they could walk. It seemed proper for 
their anger to be reflected in the stormy heavens, and 
Julie hoped with all her heart that they might make 
the same peace as the sea and the sky, when the fury of 
the storm had died. 

She jumped at the first crack of thunder—both fright- 
ened and excited by the storm. It was almost a relief 
to be a part of this larger drama, beyond the control of 
man, after all the hectic hours she had undergone since 
yesterday. 

“Don’t be scared,” Peter said. He was sitting beside 
her now in the stern, with Joe in front of them, and the 
motor was chugging along evenly. “Youre pretty safe 
on the water.” 

“I'm not scared,” Julie told him. “It’s exciting!” 

Peter flashed her a look of admiration. None of them 
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spoke as they made their way down the Cape toward 
Provincetown harbor. Julie lost herself in the drama of 
the storm, almost forgetting Joe’s problem and what 
might happen when they arrived at their destination. 
Anything mere human beings could do seemed insignifi- 
cant compared to the spectacular display of the heavens 
—although the storm also gave her a feeling of closeness 
to her two companions, as if the fates of all three were 
inevitably intertwined, and they were all experiencing 
something they would never forget. 

Joe broke the silence only once, when Peter let the 
boat take a lurch against a wave, which sent Joe flying. 
His annoyance at being sprayed with salt water seemed 
absurd, with the rain streaming down his face and 
clothing. 

As they finally drew near the town wharf, Julie’s heart 
started hammering nervously. 

“TY let you out at the wharf,” Peter said, “and Joe 
and Ill go around to our beach. Do you mind?” 

“No, of course not,” Julie said promptly, but she felt 
a chill creep over her. It was natural for Peter to want 
a chance to talk with Joe alone before they went home 
to their parents, but suddenly the whole spell of cama- 
raderie, of the three of them in this together, was 
broken for her. She knew, of course, that this was a 
problem for Peter and Joe and their parents, and she 
was reminded of her father’s warnings about the strong 
clannish feelings that bound a family like the Costas. 
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And after all, she was an outsider. Julie felt a wave 
of panic. Was she an outsider all around? Her friend- 
ship with Peter had made her feel separated from her 
own family, and her knowledge that the Nefran was 
smashed and that Joe had done it made her feel ill at 
ease about going to Fran. . . . Who was there for her 
to turn to now? 

Where did she belong? Where did her loyalties lie? 

This was not a strictly coherent series of thoughts. It 
was more like feeling than thinking, and none of it 
showed on her face as she jumped out of the boat and 
gravely wished the two boys good luck. 

As Julie ran up the wharf, deserted in the rain, her 
first thought, in spite of her misgivings, was to go to 
Fran’s house. She wasn’t sure what she’d say when she 
got there, but she was anxious to know what had hap- 
pened during her absence. If the police had been noti- 
fied, were they already looking for Joe? 

Julie ran down Commercial Street toward the Dow- 
lings’ house, staying close to the buildings. She felt safer 
that way, especially when the lightning flashed; and 
now, without Peter close by, she was frightened. Jum- 
bled thoughts raced across her mind. Would her wet 
clothes attract the lightning? Were the rubber soles of 
her sneakers a protection, or did they make her more 
vulnerable? 

Her heart sank when she came close enough to the 
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membered how excited Joe had been when he was steer- 
ing it! 

What a mess! To add to everything else, Julie now 
had a terribly guilty feeling that somehow she had 
caused this horrible chain of events to take place. She 
felt the tears dripping down her cheeks, and she won- 
dered if anyone would ever miss her if she simply sat 
here, drinking coffee for days and days, years and years. 


Chapter I 


Juute sat in the coffee shop until the rain stopped. She 
knew she had to go home, that her family would soon 
start worrying about her; but she dreaded facing her 
father. 

It was almost six o'clock when Julie finally walked 
out of the coffee shop. It was only yesterday morning 
that she had left home to spend the night with Fran, 
but it seemed like a hundred years ago. She walked 
slowly down Commercial Street toward home, con- 
scious that the sun was breaking through the clouds, 
coloring the sky with delicate shades of pink, blue, and 
yellow; but in her desolation she did not care how beau- 
tiful it was. 

As she drew near home, she walked even more slowly. 
The Costa house had a blank look. Its white, black- 
shuttered front, with the windows and front door closed, 
was quite unlike its usually friendly facade. Julie didn’t 
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see a sign of anyone, and she wondered what was going 
on inside those silent walls, She suddenly remembered 
what Peter had said earlier in the summer, about his 
mother’s disliking the influence of the summer people 
on the local young folk. Would she blame them now for 
what Joe had done, reasoning that if the summer people 
didn’t come around with their flashy cars and boats, 
things like this wouldn’t happen? Unfair as it would 
seem to blame anyone except Joe for what he had done, 
it occurred to Julie that perhaps Peter’s family wouldn't 
let him see her any more. She wished Peter would come 
outside, so she could see him and talk with him, but the 
house remained silent and formidable. 

When she reached her own home, Jimmy called to 
her from the back porch. “Hi, Julie!” Then he yelled to 
her mother, inside, “Julie’s home, Mom!” 

“You don’t have to announce it to the whole neigh- 
borhood,” Julie cried, hastening her steps. 

Her mother and father were at the door. “We were 
worried about you,” her mother said. “Out on the water 
in that storm! Why, you're soaking wet. Where are your 
things, your overnight bag?” 

Julie gave her mother a startled look. “I forgot them. 
I guess I left them at Fran’s, Have you talked to Fran?” 

“Sam—Mr. Dowling—called me,” her father said. 
“That’s pretty mean about their boat. What a nasty 
thing for anyone to do!” 

“Have they heard anything yet?” Julie felt weak in 
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the knees. She had often heard that expression, but she 
had never thought it could be taken literally. But now 
she actually felt as if her legs were folding up under 
her! 

“They hadn’t, last time I talked to him. But they'll 
find the boat and the thief, don’t you worry about that. 
How was the fishing, by the way? Fran said you went 
fishing with Peter. What did you catch?” 

Julie sat down to steady herself and looked first at her 
mother and then at her father. She could hear Jimmy 
whistling outside. “I didn’t go fishing.” She spoke in a 
remarkably controlled voice. 

“Where did you go?” Mrs. Hartman asked in astonish- 
ment. “You're so wet! I do think you'd better go up- 
stairs and get out of those clothes before you do another 
thing.” 

“Where did you go?” Her father was looking at her 
solemnly. 

“Peter and I went out to look for Joe.” Julie met her 
father’s eyes. “You may as well know the worst; you'd 
find out soon enough anyhow, I suppose. Joe Costa took 
the Nefran and, what’s more, he smashed it up.” She 
looked firmly at both her parents. Before either one 
had a chance to say anything Julie stood up, and now, 
as she went on, she spoke hurriedly and with less con- 
trol. Her voice was rising with defiance and anger; all 
the pent-up emotions of the past night and day came 
bursting forth. “And I know all the things you're going 
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to say, and I don’t want to hear them! You're going to 
make long speeches about the younger generation and 
how terrible they are. . . how everyone is spoiled, and 
wants to go around in fancy cars and boats, and I sup- 
pose it was all different when you were young! I can 
just hear you going into a tirade about the Portuguese 
people and how a girl like me has no business making 
friends with them—that if we left them alone, they'd 
leave us alone, if I hadn’t been friends with Peter, Joe 
wouldn’t have even thought about the boat! Well, 
please consider it all said. And I suppose you can’t wait 
to run to the nearest phone and tell your friend Mr. 
Dowling that his precious boat has been found. Well, 
I'm not going to tell you where it is, and if you dare 
tell him that Joe did it, Ill never speak to you again. I 
swear I won't. Let him find out for himself, without my 
help.” 

Julie’s eyes were flashing as she watched her parents 
exchange anxious looks. It was her father who spoke to 
her, in his slow, deliberate fashion. “That’s quite a 
speech. I suggest you go upstairs and change your 
clothes, and perhaps when you come back we can sit 
down and discuss this in a civilized and even adult 
fashion. That is, if you can manage to forget this child- 
ish hysteria of yours.” 

“Don't talk to me in that patronizing way,” Julie 
screamed nervously. 

“T will talk to you the way I think best,” Mr. Hartman 
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said, “and I’m afraid if you continue to act like a child, 
Ill have to treat you accordingly.” 

Julie stormed up the stairs and tore off her wet 
clothes. She had never experienced anything like this 
before. Her entire being felt caught in a whirl of help- 
less fury. Now she could understand the stories she had 
read in the newspapers about girls leaving home, or 
running away from schools and colleges. She had never 
before been able to see why girls from decent homes 
ever wanted to run away, but she could certainly under- 
stand and sympathize with them now. She felt com- 
pletely hemmed in, as if the entire world of grownups 
was bound together, planning to point a finger at her 
and her friends, crying, “It’s all your fault, you teen- 
agers!” 

Julie slipped down the outside stairs to take a shower, 
and when she returned to her room she dressed care- 
fully. Her stomach felt nervous, the way it did before 
she took her College Board exams, especially the one 
in American history, for which she had had to memo- 
rize so much. She put on a clean blouse and shorts, 
brushed her hair, applied her lipstick carefully, and at 
last couldn’t find another thing to delay her trip down- 
stairs, : 

Her mother and father were waiting for her in the 
living room, and Julie felt as if she was about to be put 
on trial. 

“Sit down,” her father said quietly. “And please tell 
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us exactly what has taken place, from the beginning.” 

Trying very hard to speak in a natural tone of voice, 
Julie told her parents her story, starting with how she 
and Fran came home from the beach party (she omitted 
the part about getting lost—that seemed so insignificant 
now), and first noticed that the Nefran was missing. 
She told them about Peter’s hurried visit in the morning 
and Fran’s telephone conversation with her father—not 
leaving out anything—right through to the time when 
she and Peter first spied the boat, and then Joe. She 
could feel her voice rising again when she told them 
about the fight the boys had, but she managed to con- 
trol herself, and when she finally finished she said in a 
flat voice, “That’s it. And now I suppose you have to do 
your duty and report the whole thing to Mr. Dowling, 
and the police will take over from there.” 

“What do you think Joe’s parents are going to do?” 
her father asked her. 

“I don’t know. But I'll bet they're not going to turn 
him in—not their own son. I suppose they'll try to defend 
him when the time comes.” She looked at her father 
accusingly. 

Mr. Hartman sat quietly and stared at Julie as if he 
wasn't really looking at her. It made Julie feel uncom- 
fortable. “What are you thinking about?” she asked him. 

“Tm thinking about how little we understand each 
other,” Mr. Hartman said quietly. “You and I. We've 
been living together in the same house for almost seven- 
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teen years—you're going to be seventeen in a short time, 
aren't you?” Julie nodded. “And you think ’'m some kind 
of a queer monster, don’t you?” 

Julie wriggled uncomfortably. “I wouldn't say that. 
I think we're different. I think we think differently, that’s 
all.” 

“And you always expect the worst of me, don’t you?” 

“I don’t think so.” Julie spoke hesitatingly. She didn’t 
know what her father was leading up to, and she could 
sense her familiar fear of being trapped. “I think a lot 
of times you think differently from other people. Your 
whole life is different from the life of most of the kids’ 
parents I know.” 

“In what way?” 

“Oh, you know. I suppose being an artist. You don’t 
go off to an office every day, and you're just different, 
that’s all. You like weird things.” 

“Do you believe it’s so important for everyone to think 
alike?” her father asked. 

“I don’t know. I don’t like to be different. I like to be 
like other people.” Julie returned her father’s gaze. 

“Tm not so sure you do. I think you think it’s a good 
way to be, but I imagine you will find you have your 
own ideas. For instance, liking Peter is one of them, 
don’t you think?” 

Julie blushed at the direct question. “I suppose you 
could call it that,” she mumbled. 
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“Don’t tease her now,” Mrs. Hartman said, looking 
at Julie sympathetically. 

“Tm not. What would you think, Julie, if I said I think 
we ought to try to help Joe? If there is anything we can 
do. Do you think I would be acting queerly?” 

Julie stared at him in amazement. “Oh, Daddy, do you 
think we could?” She bent toward him eagerly. “I think 
it would be wonderfull” 

“Well, before we go into that, I think you and I ought 
to get a few things straightened out between us—things, 
frankly, that are more important to me even than Joe. 
Did it ever occur to you that I might get somewhat tired 
of being treated like a monster by my own daughter? I 
really don’t consider myself that much of a jerk.” Julie 
sat quietly while her father lit his pipe. “Maybe I do 
things differently from other people,” Mr. Hartman con- 
tinued, “but that’s not accidental. I believe in that. 
Please try to get that through your head once and for 
all. I believe in people thinking and behaving differ- 
ently. I believe in not going along with the mob for the 
sake of joining in, I believe in thinking things out and 
having your own standards and principles, and I pray 
to God in all sincerity that we can succeed in bringing 
you and Jimmy up to have your own integrity—to think 
as individuals, and not like a couple of sheep. And I re- 
sent bitterly all the hogwash you accused me of the 
other day.” Mr. Hartman puffed on his pipe and walked 
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about the room. Julie could see that he was deeply 
agitated. 

“Tm sorry, Daddy,” she said, “I didn’t mean to hurt 
your feelings.” 

“I don’t care about my feelings! Perhaps you'd better 
save your apologies until you've had a chance to think 
over what I’ve said. These are basic questions, Julie, 
and I don’t want you to be glib about agreeing with me. 
All I ask is that with all the effort going into your educa- 
tion, at home and at school, you turn out to be an adult 
human being who can think for herself. Now about Joe. 
Yd like to have a talk with the boy. Do you think you 
can arrange itP” 

“I—I don’t know.” Julie thought of the way Peter had 
more or less dismissed her at the town wharf, and the 
closed-up look about the Costa house. “I don’t know if 
they want us to help them,” she added. 

“I don’t know Sam Dowling too well, but it’s possible 
that if Joe could go to him directly and give him a full 
explanation of what happened, it might be possible for 
them to settle it without bringing in outside authorities 
any further. I think it’s a chance worth taking.” 

Julie stood up. “Then I'll try. I'll go over and see if I 
can get Joe to talk with you first. The worst that can 
happen is that I'll get the door slammed in my face,” she 
added with a small grin. She glanced at the kitchen 
clock. “They're just about finishing supper now, so here 
goes. Wish me luck.” 
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“Good girl!” Her father looked at her with approval. 
“If you could bring him back now, that would be fine.” 


Julie walked across the road, feeling as if she were 
walking the plank. She had no idea what kind of recep- 
tion she might get at the Costa house now, and she felt 
shy and nervous. She knocked on the front door tim- 
idly, and kept her fingers crossed, hoping that it would 
be Peter who answered her knock. 

She sighed with relief when Peter opened the door, 
part way. His face was serious and closed-up looking, 
like the house. “Hi, Julie,” he said diffidently. 

“Hi, Peter. How are things going? How’s Joe?” 

“He's O.K.” Peter didn’t offer anything more. 

“Peter, I told my father what happened. I had to— 
there was no sense in lying. They'd find out sooner or 
later. Besides, I'm awful about telling lies. I always give 
myself away. Anyway, my father thinks maybe he can 
help Joe. He’d like to have a talk with him.” 

“I don’t know. .. .” Peter looked unhappy. “Joe’s 
not talking much, not even to my folks. They're pretty 
upset... .” 

“They must be! But sometimes it’s easier to talk to 
someone else, someone who isn’t in your own family. 
I had my father all wrong. . . . I really don’t think he 
cares about punishing Joe, he wants to help him. He 
knows Mr. Dowling, and maybe he could use his 
influence.” 
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“Well, I’m not so sure Joe'll agree to talk to him. He’s 
down on everyone! But I can ask—wait a sec!” Peter 
disappeared into the house, and Julie fidgeted outside, 
waiting for him. It seemed terribly important to her to 
succeed in getting Joe to come over to see her father. 
She was afraid her father’s feelings would be hurt if she 
failed, and somehow it was suddenly vitally important 
to cement this possible new bond of understanding be- 
tween her father and herself. And if together they could 
manage to help Joe, it would be wonderfull 

Peter was back in a few minutes. “He wouldn't say 
yes and he wouldn’t say no. He said he'd think about 
it.” Peter shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. Maybe 
he'll go there.” 

“Try to get him to, please! He has nothing to lose 
and everything to gain.” 

“Joe doesn’t always see things that way. Sometimes 
I think he really wants terrible things to happen to him.” 

“Punishing himself—I know. I feel that way some- 
times when I get depressed. I wish something awful 
would happen to me and everyone would feel sorry for 
me. But then when I feel better I’m glad nothing did. 
Well, Daddy'll be at home, so let’s hope Joe comes out 
of it. Is your father awful mad?” 

Peter nodded his head. “He sure is—and you know 
my father. I think he’s almost as mad about Joe’s smash- 
ing up the boat as about anything—that’s a disgrace to 
the whole line of Costa fishermen. Pop calls that ‘wanton 


162 JULIE BUILDS HER CASTLE 


destruction.’ He says that when Joe gets out of jail 
he'll have to earn every penny to pay back what it costs 
to fix it up. I think the trouble with Joe is, he’s too dis- 
couraged. What has he got to look forward to? Going to 
jail and then working for years without having anything 
for himself. Those boats come high. I feel sorry for him.” 

Julie looked at Peter sympathetically. “I do too, and 
I'm glad you feel that way. I was afraid you'd be awful 
hard on him.” 

Peter returned Julie’s steady gaze. “Well, I can see 
his side of it now. I didn’t before. If he wants to play 
the sax, why don’t they let him? It’s not his fault he 
doesn’t want to be a fisherman. My folks stick too much 
in the groove. They're too fussy about doing everything 
the way they always did it before, and doing everything 
exactly right. My mother has a fit if we don’t have sup- 
per every night right on the dot at six o'clock. What 
difference would it make?” 

Julie smiled. “That’s funny—I envied you that.” Peter’s 
face was so surprised that Julie explained. “Our house 
is so hectic—Daddy working at any odd hours, meals at 
screwy times, everyone going in different directions. I 
thought it must be wonderful to live in a house where 
you knew every day what was going to happen and 
when. I guess we all think somebody else’s parents are 
better.” 

“Yeah,” Peter agreed. “I thought the way you live was 
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pretty good. But my folks aren’t so bad,” he added de- 
fensively. 
“Neither are mine.” Julie grinned. “I’ve got to go. My 
father’s waiting. Try to get Joe to come over, will you?” 
“There’s nothing much you can do with him. If you 
leave him alone, that’s the best. So long. I'll be seeing 
you.” 
Julie walked home thoughtfully, thinking about what 
she and Peter had been talking about. It was funny, the 
difference in their homes, and how from the outside the 
other’s looked so attractive] Julie sighed deeply; life was 
awfully complicated! 


Chap ler 12 


Wou tp Jor come or wouldn’t he? Julie sat around, nerv- 
ously waiting and hoping. Each minute it became more 
important to her for Joe to come over to see her father. 
She wasn’t quite sure herself why it was assuming such 
a terrific significance. It was almost as if it was her fa- 
ther who was on trial, privately, with her. Naturally she 
wanted Joe to be helped, but something inside of her 
was plugging hard to have her father succeed in carry- 
ing through his own ideas—outside the law, so to speak. 
For the first time in ages, she felt the exhilaration of 
being on the same side as her father, and glad of it. 

It was after eight o'clock when there was a knock 
on the door. Mr. Hartman motioned to Julie to let him 
open it, 

“My brother said you wanted to talk to me,” Joe an- 
nounced in a gruff voice. 

“I would like to. Come in,” Mr. Hartman said cor- 
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dially. “Come in and sit down.” Joe shuffled across the 
room, barely looking at anyone or anything, keeping 
his head down. Julie said hello to him and then quickly 
excused herself so that she could leave him alone with 
her father. 

The evening was beautifully clear now, and Julie 
stepped outside in the dusk. She loved this time of day 
—all the soft colors between sunset and evening, when 
the sky was amber and pink. She didn’t know where her 
mother and Jimmy were—probably gone for a walk—but 
she was happy to be alone right now. Every part of her 
was concentrating on what was going on in the living 
room, between her father and Joe Costa. 

She wondered if Peter was thinking about it too, and 
if the two of them thought hard enough, would the re- 
sults be influenced? If people loved each other, was 
there mental telepathy between them? Julie thought 
about this often, but of course she had no way of proving 
it one way or the other. 

She went into the kitchen to make sure she would 
hear the sound of Joe’s departure the minute he left, and 
as soon as she heard the opening and closing of the 
front door, she flew in-to see her father. 

“What happened?” she asked excitedly. 

Mr. Hartman smiled at her impatience. “Take it easy. 
Things like this aren’t settled in a minute. That boy has 
a lot of problems that aren't going to be cleared up in a 
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hurry. I'm going over to speak to his folks. He went 
ahead to tell them I’d like to come over.” 

Julie looked at her father in surprise. “Speak to his 
family! But I thought. . . .” She stopped, embarrassed. 

“You thought what?” Mr. Hartman asked. 

“I thought you would consider that butting in. You 
said his family was so clannish and didn’t like out- 
siders. . . .” Julie’s eyes were full of despair. She could 
see her father and herself slipping back so quickly into 
their old taunting arguments. Just when they'd begun to 
have a little bit of mutual understanding. 

“I did. You're quite right,” her father said soberly. 
“But things aren't stationary. I know you think I’m al- 
ways contradicting myself, but that’s the way life is. Pd 
like to respect their family feelings, but in an urgent 
situation like this I feel justified in saying my piece. I 
think I can be helpful to Joe, and that’s worth trying.” 

“I hope so, Daddy.” She smiled shyly. “I'd like it if 
you and the Costas were friends. I hated it so, going out 
with Peter when I thought you and Mommy disap- 
proved. . . . It made me feel funny.” 

“I think you misunderstood us,” Mr. Hartman said. 
“We don’t disapprove of Peter—he seems like a nice 
boy. We just don’t like your getting too involved with 
anyone, Remember, you have four hard years of study 
ahead of you. Also—and you may not believe this—I was 
really thinking of Peter as much as of you.” 

“What do you mean?” Julie asked in surprise. 
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“After all, I can see the male point of view,” Mr. Hart- 
man said, with a twinkle in his eye. “You're a very at- 
tractive girl, and different from most of the girls a boy 
like Peter meets. I didn’t think it fair for you to play 
with him for the summer, and then gaily depart and 
leave him—well, discontented. I suspect Peter might 
take being in love very seriously—I think he’s more ma- 
ture than you in that respect.” 

“You mean he’d want to get married?” Julie asked in 
astonishment. 

“Of course he might. The young people around here 
get married pretty young and start raising families. 
It’s the kind of life they lead. Most of them aren’t going 
on to higher education. They can earn money, so why 
shouldn’t they?” 

“I never thought of that side of it,” Julie said. The 
whole idea was incredible to her: that someone could 
be thinking of marrying her—if it was true! Just think- 
ing about it made her feel scared stiff! Of course Julie 
had thought about marriage, the way most girls do, but 
to her it was something still in the faraway future, which 
might possibly happen years and years from now. She 
didn’t want to get married for a long time—she was sure 
of that. There was so much to do first! She wanted to 
finish college, to go out on loads and loads of dates, to 
have a career. There were millions of things she wanted 
to do before she settled down to being married! 

There was a knock on the door, and Peter stuck his 
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head in. “If you'd like to come over, Mr. Hartman, my 
father says he doesn’t mind talking to you.” 

“Fine. I'll come right along.” 

Impulsively Julie ran over to her father and kissed 
him. He gave her a warm hug and started off. 

As Peter came into the house, Julie studied him with 
a strange new feeling. Of course her father could be 
all wrong about what he had said, and yet she really did 
feel a serious intensity in Peter that she had never 
sensed in any of the boys she used to go out with in 
Taos. 

She looked at him with new eyes. As usual, she re- 
sponded with admiration to his physical appearance— 
he was so graceful and well put together, strong and 
lithe. And yet if she thought about him as someone she 
might want to marry someday, there were a lot of 
things that Peter lacked. He was far from dumb—any- 
thing but. Still he never read books, and he wasn’t in- 
terested in art or music or plays. When you came right 
down to it, his interests were very limited; there didn’t 
seem to be much he really cared about except sports 
and fishing. 

It made Julie feel queer to be thinking about Peter 
this way, kind of grown-up—and guilty at the same 
time. It made her want to do something terribly nice 
for him, something to show the sincere affection she 
felt for him. But she also suspected that she wasn’t really 
in love with him, after all. 
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“What about that fishing trip you’ve been promising 
me all summer?” Julie asked impulsively. “The summer 
will be over soon and I'll be gone, and we'll never have 
had it.” 

“I know.” Peter looked at her unhappily. Of course 
he knew by this time that she was going away to college, 
but it was a subject they both avoided. 

“Next week’s my birthday. I'd love to spend it with 
you in the boat—if you want to,” Julie said. 

“Would you?” Peter’s face lit up. “That would be 
great—that is,” he added, his face clouding over, “if 
Joe’s not going off to jail.” 

“That wouldn’t make any difference,” Julie said 
quickly. 

“It might not to you, but it would to me.” Peter kept 
his eyes down. 

“That’s ridiculous!” Julie said impatiently. “You're not 
responsible for your brother. And besides, we all know 
Joe isn’t that bad, he’s just a little wild and wacky. My 
father thinks he’s had a rough time.” 

“He’s had it no worse than I have.” Peter’s eyes 
flashed. “What’s he got to complain about?” Julie was 
taken aback by Peter’s quick change. Earlier that eve- 
ning he had seemed genuinely sympathetic with Joe, 
but maybe he had only felt sorry for him when everyone 
else seemed to be against him. Now that Joe was the 
center of attention, and getting help, could it be that 
Peter was jealous? 
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“He hasn’t been starved and beaten—I don’t mean 
that!” Julie argued. “But he hasn’t been able to do what 
he wants, and that can be pretty tough, too. You're 
lucky that you happen to want to be a fisherman, like 
your father. It makes it easier for you.” 

“Well, maybe I've just made myself want to be. I've 
never thought about anything else. Joe doesn’t think 
about anyone but himself. I think if he gets away with 
this, he'll do anything.” 

“But he hasn’t gotten away with it. He’s been caught. 
I don’t think he’s having such a great time now, do 
your” 

Peter shook his head. “No, I guess not. But I think he 
should be punished, anyhow.” 

“Daddy thinks that going to jail could just make him 
worse. He thinks he needs help.” 

“I think he needs a good beating up.” Peter looked 
at her squarely, and Julie realized there was no sense in 
arguing with him further. When you came right down 
to it, he probably thought as his father did, and she be- 
came aware, with a funny little thrill, that she was 
thinking as her father did. 

Actually, it was quite wonderful and remarkable that 
she and Peter, coming from two such different worlds, 
with differing points of view, could be such close 
friends! 

They both waited impatiently for Mr. Hartman to 
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come back, and finally he came in, with Mrs. Hartman 
and Jimmy. 

“You go up to bed, Jimmy,” Mrs. Hartman said. 

“I want to stay down here and hear what it’s all about, 
please, Mommy,” he begged. 

Mrs. Hartman looked at her husband helplessly. “I 
think he should go to bed, don’t you?” 

“Let him stay for a few minutes,” Julie intervened. 
“We're all dying to hear what happened.” 

Jimmy grinned at his sister with delight. “Thank 
you, big shot.” 

“Nothing very much happened,” Mr. Hartman said, 
turning to the group around him. “I had a nice talk 
with Mr. and Mrs. Costa, and the next move is to tackle 
Sam Dowling. We all agreed it would be best if we 
could persuade him to withdraw charges against Joe, 
and then later we can discuss what we can do to help 
Joe learn that this is not the way to behave.” 

“He shouldn't get off scot-free,” Peter said. 

“He hasn’t and he won't,” Mr. Hartman said firmly. 
“But if we can help him get a job so that he can pay 
something toward what needs to be done on the boat, 
itll be a lot more constructive than coming up for trial 
and spending money on lawyers for both sides, and be- 
ing a big bother all around. I think he could use your 
help, too, Peter,” Mr. Hartman added. 

“What can I do?” Peter asked in surprise. 

“You can start acting like a brother to him, instead 
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of a self-righteous little prig, if you'll pardon my saying 
so.” Peter’s face turned red with embarrassment. “I 
know Joe isn’t your problem,” Mr. Hartman added in a 
kinder voice, “but you're too intelligent and decent a 
boy, Peter, to just stand by and watch your brother 
hang himself. Given enough rope, any one of us can, I 
daresay. I think in a way you can help Joe more than 
anyone else could—you're closer to him in age and in 
interests than your parents are, and strictly as an out- 
sider, I can see where it is difficult for your parents to 
understand Joe. They are fixed in their ideas, they keep 
to themselves a great deal, and it’s hard for them to 
know what to do with a boy like Joe, who has different 
ideas. I'm not criticizing them, believe me—just trying 
to point out the problems.” 

“But what do you think I ought to do?” Peter asked 
respectfully. 

“I think you might start by letting Joe know that 
youre his friend, that you're on his side—not against 
your parents, but maybe kind of a middleman. Maybe 
you can help them understand each other. Do you know 
what I mean?” 

Peter and Mr. Hartman looked at each other quietly 
for a few seconds. Slowly Peter nodded his head. “I 
guess I do. Thank you, sir.” 

“There's nothing to thank me for,” Mr. Hartman said 
with a smile. “Let’s see how I make out with Dowling.” 
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“Youre going to a lot of trouble, sir,” Peter said 
earnestly, 

“I don’t mind. I guess I may as well walk over and 
see him now. I don’t think it’s too late. Want to come 
along and see Fran?” Mr. Hartman asked Julie. 

“No thanks. I'm dead. I can hardly keep my eyes 
open,” Julie said, yawning. The exertions—physical and 
emotional—of the past night and day had finally caught 
up with her, and she was exhausted. “I’m going up to 
bed. Wake me up, Daddy, when you come home and 
tell me what Mr. Dowling had to say. Good night, 
Peter.” 

Julie could barely keep her eyes open long enough to 
get undressed and brush her teeth. She fell into a deep 
sleep the minute her head was on the pillow, and if her 
father tried to wake her, she never knew it. She slept 
until the sun was streaming in the windows the next 
morning. 


Chapter 13 


Tr was ten days later, the third week in August, and 
Julie’s seventeenth birthday. She woke up early, and 
for the first time in her life, on a birthday, she didn’t 
jump right out of bed and rush downstairs to open her 
presents. She wanted to think for a while, about being 
seventeen. 

She felt strongly about being seventeen, and a nice 
part of it was not being sixteen any more. She remem- 
bered thinking a year ago that sixteen was a corny age 
to be. All that bit about being “sweet sixteen” and what 
a big year it was, had left her cold. She had told her 
parents she didn’t want to make any fuss about being 
sixteen and had begged them to just treat it lightly. 

Although it had turned out to be a good year in spite 
of her apprehensions, seventeen seemed a much more 
significant milestone. Seventeen, for her, meant leaving 
high school behind her and facing college. This was the 
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turning point, the big change from being an adolescent 
kid to being a young woman. 

Julie stretched lazily and thought about the more re- 
cent events in her life. 

On the night when her father had gone to see Mr. 
Dowling about Joe Costa, he had been successful in 
persuading him to withdraw public charges against the 
boy. There had been many conferences between Mr. 
Hartman and Joe and the Costas, and then with Mr. 
Dowling, Joe, and his family. 

At first Fran had been too shy and too much afraid 
of her father to say a word. But after much urging from 
Julie, she had been able to speak up and had made some 
really constructive suggestions about the possibility of 
Joe’s coming to New York and seriously studying music. 

“Maybe you've got your wish,” Julie had teased her. 
“Really getting to know someone different and exciting 
like Joe! I'm sure your wanting him to come to New 
York is purely altruistic, but... .” 

“Well, it would be good for Joe,” Fran had argued, 
blushing furiously, however, and giving herself away. 
“Tm not saying I wouldn’t like it,” she finally admitted 
frankly. “I told you I'd never have a chance to meet 
anyone else like him, and I happen to think he’s fasci- 
nating.” 

“Dangerous, you mean. Dangerous, but fascinating,” 
Julie retorted. 

The plans for Joe were still in the discussion stage, 
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but in the meantime Joe had a job in a gas station and 
was paying Mr. Dowling something each week toward 
the cost of repairing the boat. 

Besides being happy for Joe and Fran, and Peter, too 
(he had apparently taken her father’s words about Joe 
seriously ), Julie felt a wonderful new warmth toward 
her father. For a man whom she had labeled self- 
absorbed and egotistical, he had certainly gone to a 
great deal of trouble for a teen-ager—for just the kind 
of teen-ager Julie would have thought he’d automati- 
cally call “bad” and have nothing to do with. Julie had 
found a lot to think about concerning her family—espe- 
cially the fact that her screwy family had a new side to 
them that she had never known about before! It made 
her feel good just to think about the warmth that now 
existed between her family and the Costas. 

It made her feel, in a way, that she ought really to be 
in love with Peter. She kept changing her mind on that 
score—one day sure she was in love, the next positive 
that they were only good friends. Maybe today, their 
promised day for going fishing together, would decide 
her one way or the other. 

“Hey, Julie, can I come in?” 

It was Jimmy, and she told him he could. 

“Happy birthday! Don’t you want to see your pres- 
ents?” he asked in surprise. At the same time he picked 
up her hairbrush and walked toward the bed, deter- 
mined to spank her seventeen times. 
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“Don’t you dare,” Julie cried out, burrowing under 
the covers. “Get out of here so I can get up and see my 
presents!” 

They had quite a tussle, and Jimmy managed to give 
her a few good whacks through the blanket before she 
finally got him to leave her alone. 

Julie dressed quickly and went downstairs, where she 
found an interesting pile of boxes next to her chair at 
the breakfast table. She had a fair idea of what was in 
the big package, and she was more than delighted to 
find she was right. It was a portable record player to 
take away to school, with four speeds so that it could 
play every type of record. This was her main present 
from her parents, and Julie hugged them enthusiasti- 
cally. 

Jimmy was dancing about, waiting for her to open 
his present, which turned out to be a handsome gray 
cardigan, which Julie knew her mother had selected 
for him to give her. There were books from her aunt 
and uncle, and records from Fran and Ned. . 

“Everything I wanted,” Julie cried excitedly. “I think 
this is going to be the nicest birthday I ever had.” 

“T hope so,” her mother said. “I hope each year is the 
best.” 6 

Soon after breakfast, Jimmy having generously of- 
fered to do her morning chores since it was her birth- 
day, Julie started out to meet Peter at the town wharf. 
She had packed an elegant lunch for the two of them, 
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and was well armed with bathing suit, towels, sun-tan 
lotion, sunglasses, etc. Peter was waiting for her anx- 
iously, his small boat all cleaned up for the occasion. 

“Happy birthday,” Peter said shyly. “I have a present 
for you, but I'll give it to you later.” 

“Thank you, Peter.” Peter took the boat out around 
the breakwater, since they were going to try some surf 
casting out between New Beach and Race Point. 

It was a beautiful clear day, and Julie felt relaxed 
and at ease with Peter. 

“What's the latest with Joe?” she asked. 

“Boy, is he getting all the breaks! Take my advice. 
If you want to get ahead in this world, go out and smash 
up somebody’s boat—the richer, the better!” Peter was 
grinning good-naturedly, but Julie sensed an underlying 
bitterness and the old resentment against Joe. 

“That’s not fair. He’s only getting some help in 
straightening himself out. What has happened now?” 

“The last I heard, he’s going down to New York soon 
after the Dowlings go back, and Mr. Dowling’s going to 
help him find a job, so he can study music. You know— 
the real stuff, harmony, counterpoint—all that stuff. He 
does all his playing by ear. He can’t read a note.” 

“I think that’s fabulous,” Julie cried enthusiastically. 
“I'm very glad for him, and I wish you weren't so 
jealous.” 

“I'm not jealous,” Peter said indignantly. “But you 
must admit everyone’s been making a big fuss over Joe.” 
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“Do you want that kind of a fuss made over you? 
Sometimes I think you kind of wanted Joe to get into 
trouble—it makes you feel better. That’s probably an 
unkind thing to say, and I don’t think you do it 
consciously. . . .” 

“You don’t think very much of me, do you?” Peter 
turned his face away and Julie knew he was hurt. 

“But I do, honestly I do, Peter. I only said that be- 
cause I do the same thing. When Jimmy’s making a pest 

cof himself, it makes me feel very virtuous. It’s only hu- 
man, I just wish you'd stop hating Joe so much.” 

“I don’t really hate him.” Peter spoke slowly. “But he’s 
different from me. Maybe in the same way you're dif- 
ferent from me.” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“Well, you and Joe want to do a lot of things I don’t 
care about. Joe’s keen to go to New York. You want to 
go to a big university. I don’t want to do anything except 
stay here.” 

“There’s nothing wrong with that. Everyone wants to 
do different things,” Julie said. 

“I suppose so,” he said, but he didn’t sound convinced. 

They forgot their serious talk in the excitement of 
Peter’s dropping anchor and showing Julie how to cast 
her line. She had quite a time getting it away from the 
boat, and it seemed to her she’d never learn the knack 
of it. She finally managed it, not too successfully, but 
after an hour, with neither one of them having any luck 
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with the fish, they decided to go swimming and pick 
out a sand dune where they could have lunch. 

After lunch they stretched out in the sun, and Peter 
took a small box from his dungaree pocket. “Here’s your 
birthday present,” he said, handing her the box uncere- 
moniously. 

Julie squealed with delight when she opened it. It was 
a lovely old-fashioned seed-pearl brooch, in a nest of 
white cotton. “Oh, Peter, it’s beautiful! It looks like an 
heirloom. It isn’t, is it?” Julie asked the question jok- 
ingly. 

“I suppose you could call it that. It was my grand- 
mother’s.” Peter gave her a swift glance and then stud- 
ied the sand. 

“Peter, you mustn’t give it to me. You should save 
something like this for your wife. Does your mother 
know youre giving it to me?” 

Peter flushed. “It’s mine. My grandmother left Joe 
and me each a few things. I can do what I want with it.” 
Suddenly his eyes met hers. “I don’t care who I marry, 
Julie—I'll never feel about anyone the way I do about 
you. I don’t talk much—I can’t . . . but I think of you 
all the time. I always will. I want you to have it, please.” 

“You're very sweet,” Julie said gently. “It’s perfectly 
beautiful, and if you want me to have it that much, I'll 
keep it. And I'll keep it always... except... .” Her 
voice trailed off, and she busied herself piling up little 
mounds of sand. 
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“Except what?” Peter’s eyes were on her face, and 
finally she looked up to meet his gaze. 

“Except. . . . Well, I don’t feel the same way about 
you that you do about me. I thought for a while I did, 
but I want to be absolutely honest with you. I'm afraid 
I don’t.” 

Peter sat quite still. “I guess I knew that,” he finally 
said. “You're not really in love with me—the way I am 
with you. But don’t feel bad about it. You can’t help it.” 

“I know it,” Julie sighed. “I don’t know what to say; 
everything sounds so corny. I do like you so much, but 
that’s not being in love. And besides, I'll be going away 
to college, and I shouldn’t really be in love with any- 
one.” 

“You'll probably be crazy about a dozen people be- 
fore you get married. I won't. I don’t mean that I'm 
going to be hankering after you for the rest of my life— 
Tm not that dumb—but I don’t think I'll ever feel the 
same. A fellow doesn’t meet many girls like you—you've 
got everything.” 

“You have a lot, too, Peter. Mutual-admiration so- 
ciety,” she added with a grin. “You'd better keep this 
box in your pocket. I’m afraid it'll fall out of my shorts.” 
Julie gave it to him. “And thanks so much, Peter.” She 
gave him a light kiss and stood up. “Let’s walk along the 
beach for a way before we go back to the boat. We're 
supposed to be fishing!” 
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“I don’t care about fishing. I do that all the time. I 
just want to be with you.” 

They walked along the hard sand, and suddenly Pe- 
ter asked, “What are you going to study at college, 
anyway?” 

Julie gave him a startled glance. “You must be a mind 
reader! I was just thinking about that myself. I don’t 
honestly know.” 

“Don’t you have to decide? Aren’t you leaving pretty 
soon?” 

“In a couple of weeks, I guess. I kind of lose track of 
time. Well, I had picked out some courses, but I’ve been 
thinking about it a lot. I’ve got a problem.” 

“What?” Peter asked. 

Julie hesitated. She wasn’t sure that she wanted to 
discuss this with Peter, or that he could be helpful in 
solving it, but since she had gone this far she decided 
she might as well go ahead. “My father didn’t think 
much of what I wanted to take up—just the usual stuff, 
English lit, a language, social science, and so on. I had 
some terrible fights with him, but now I’m beginning to 
think maybe he’s right, and I'm ashamed to say so. 
That’s awful, isn’t it?” 

“It’s pretty dopey,” Peter agreed. “Do you know what 
you want to take now?” 

Julie nodded her head. “I feel silly about that, too— 
self-conscious. I know what I want in just a general way, 
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crazy!” 

“What do you care, so long as you know what you 
want to do? That’s what you kept saying about Joe. 
Why don’t you practice it yourself?” Peter was smiling, 
but his eyes were serious. 

“Except I know sc little about it. It’s mainly just hav- 
ing a feeling about something. Peter, if you promise 
not to laugh at me... .” 

“You know I won't.” 

“Ive thought about it so much, especially when I’ve 
been walking along the beach like this. I want to be 
some kind of a scientist. I suppose it sounds wacky for a 
girl, and I don’t know why I think I could be a scientist, 
but I got the idea when I started collecting all this plant 
and sea stuff. I'd love to know all about it—know how it 
all started, how all these animals and plants live. . . . I 
don’t know what it would be, whether you call it biol- 
ogy or zoology, or marine biology. But it seems a huge, 
mysterious world—the sea, I mean—and Id love to study 
what goes on in it, really study it, from the very begin- 
ning. Do I sound too nutty?” 

“You don’t sound nutty at all. Girls study to be doc- 
tors. Why couldn’t you be a scientist? It sounds great 
to me.” 

“Does it really, Peter?” Julie asked eagerly. “Do you 
think my father would think I'm wacky?” 
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“T don’t think so, but what if he does? I'll say it again: 
you said that doesn’t matter!” 

“You're right. Absolutely right. Peter, you are really 
helpful, and you are a good friend. I hope we'll be 
friends for a long, long time. I wish I weren't going 
away so soon... .” 

“I do too. But if your folks stay here, maybe youll 
be back for vacations.” 

Julie’s face brightened. “Of course. Certainly Ill be 
back for vacations, and we'll have a reunion at Christ- 
mas. I'll invite Fran and Ned up, and I guess Joell 
come home. I absolutely can’t imagine Christmas at the 
seashore. What’s it like? Is there any snow?” 

“Not much. It usually doesn’t last. But I guess it’s 
just like Christmas any place. It seems like an awfully 
long way off... .” 

“Don’t look so sad! We can write to each other.” 

“Yeah.” Peter looked so forlorn that Julie had to laugh. 
Determinedly, she spent the rest of the afternoon being 
light and gay, and avoiding all serious conversation. 

When they came home at sunset, they both agreed 
it had been a wonderful day, and Julie said it was the 
nicest birthday she had ever had. 

That night, alone in her room, Julie opened the little 
box containing the brooch, and looked at it lovingly. It 
made her feel as if, in having a friend like Peter, she had 
something to live up to. And yet, in a way, it was a re- 
lief to know that after all she wasn’t really in love with 
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him. It made looking ahead into the future more excit- 
ing and mysterious. 

Besides, Peter had really given her something serious 
to think about when he urged her to discuss her college 
plans with her father. That must be the next, important 
item on her final summer agenda. 


It was the day after Labor Day, and there were 
tvelve more days to go before Julie would be leaving 
for college. 

It was going to be a busy time. Mr. Hartman’s show 
was a big success and he sold a great many paintings. 
Provincetown, he decided, was a stimulating place to 
stay for a while, and after Julie left for college the fam- 
ily was going to move into a heated apartment they 
had rented. 

Julie had followed Peter’s advice and, after studying 
her college catalogue, had decided she wanted to con- 
centrate on natural-science courses, with a possible ma- 
jor in biology or genetics, the study of the science of 
heredity. 

Both her parents received her announcement enthu- 
siastically. “If it’s what you're interested in, I think it’s 
wonderful,” Mrs. Hartman had said, and her father had 
nodded in agreement. 

On the last afternoon Julie went walking on the 
beach alone. After a while she sat down and just 
watched the sea. She felt she could sit forever, watching 
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the waves roll and break, one after another. The rhyth- 
mic movement never ceased to fascinate her, and she 
was sure it never would. 

In a few days she would be flying right over this sea 
in the small Provincetown plane to Boston, where she 
would change to a big one to fly to Chicago and then to 
school. It had been a disturbing and yet a wonderful 
summer, and Julie felt it would take her quite a while to 
digest all the summer’s happenings. 

Julie had a warm, nostalgic feeling for the friends 
she had made this summer: Fran and Ned, Peter and 
Joe—Peter especially—and it gave her a sad feeling 
to think of leaving them. Yet beneath the sadness there 
was a wonderful sense of excitement, a thrill in know- 
ing the lines along which she wanted to study, a thrill 
in anticipating a whole new exciting world. 

There was so much to think about that Julie sat for 
hours, and when she finally went back to the house she 
felt the marvelous glow that comes from an inner seren- 
ity combined with eagerness for the future. 
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